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The Story of Argus 


According to Greek mythology, Argus was a giant with one 
hundred eyes. While some of his eyes “slept,” he kept watch 
with the others. Hermes lulled Argus to sleep with his mag- 
ic lyre and slew him with a stone. Upon finding the dead Ar- 
gus, Hera, queen of the Gods, placed his eyes in the tail of a 
peacock. The cover of Argus traditionally represents this an- 
cient legend handed down to us by the Greeks. The title was 
chosen to represent the different views and opinions of read- 
ers as though each perspective were an eye of the peacock. 
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Edifors Notes 


The inspiration for Madrugada / Before Dawn came to me when 
| decided to choose a theme that takes a specific moment and 
uses it to capture an almost indescribable feeling. When | imag- 
ine the time of day before the sun has yet to appear above the 
horizon, | think of all the possibilities that the day can bring, which 
evokes a similar feeling to when | have a blank page in front of me 
that is full of Potential stories. Just as the Men has yet to write, we 
have yet to move, and the world is waiting to see what we will do. 
| chose this theme hoping to see how others will take the idea of end- 
less possibilities and create something indescribable and worthy of the 
chance that each new day brings. Just as this theme’s feeling is dif- 
ficult to describe in words, the actual title of the edition Madrugada 
uses Q SEanish word to capture a time of day in English that we have 
no one-word translation. Macrugada is the early hours of the morning 
when the first light has yet to touch the sky. While we have a passable 
English translation, it hardly does justice to the beautiful language and 
the ineffable magnificence of the setting that is the inspiration for this 
year’s edition. We hope the readers of this edition will remember this 


theme and begin each day with a creation of endless opportunities! 
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La Madrugada 
Katie Rayburn 


‘It's the possibility of having a dream come true that makes life interesting.” 


— Paulo Coelho “The Alchemist” 


In world yet sooken and hours wee, 
The sounds of day still softly sleep. 
Watch the waking yet to come 


And listen to the noiseless hum. 


Lithely look at colors yet to know 
In what shapes and shades to grow. 
Peer at pIQments come assemblage, 


Spilling out from horizon edges. 


Becoming blue from beyond the black, 
Dance with darkness at its back, 
Yet never yielding to the night, 


Encroaching east brings calming sight. 


Opulent purple whispers through, 
Differing in tone and hue. 


Whisking in to rippling tides, 
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Finding where our sorrow hides. 


A pastel pink comes peeking through, 
Learning when to take the cue, 
To waken lovers from their dreams 


And with great care, those gossamer seams. 


At last, young yellow parts the sky, 
Just a sliver on the high, 
As nearly dawn has yet to break, 


Our breath is held, we cannot take. 


Before our world can just begin, 
Before the start of all that ends, 
What will we do? Asks life anew, 


And as before, | turn to you. 


When everything is only yet to be, 
All the world is possibility. 
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Sunrise 


James Huss 


from Yu-Hsuan Jing 


When time defeats the fleeting reign of night, 
And Artemis beneath our ken descends, 
The oro whose glow bestows both life and light 


Upon my world appears uprist again. 


At dawn of day it wakes to dissioate 
With peerless radiance the dark and gloom — 
It sparks the great Apollo's daily race, 


For men and gods both to its Form succumb. 


At morn when that superb Qubade is played, 
Neaera’s grace upon me emanates; 
Her solendor unsurpassed, she shines unchanged 


Until the sun and moon again change place. 


This star is not the one that lights the land, 


But my beloved’s lambent countenance. 
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She Opens Her Eyes 
Kaitlyn Bailey 


She opens her eyes to darkness, 
as it flows through the trees and covers the leafy ground; 
She steps onto the leaves and they crackle loudly, 


filling the forest with sound. 


Where she is going, 
she does not yet know; 
but, much like her thoughts, 


she will just let her steps flow. 


She walks through the underbrush 
And the thorns catch her hair; 
“Do not step into the field”, they say, 


“No, don’t you dare!” 


She does not listen to them 
As she breaks away, finally free 
From the thoughts that drag her down, 


so very mercilessly. 
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Thoughts of words she did not say, 
And words that were not kind; 
They are like waves that crash upon 


The shores of her mind. 


But in the field she has no shame, 
She can sing and she can dance; 
In the field she can dream 


Of adventure and romance. 


The cool green grass underneath her feet, 
The wind dancing in her hair, 
And sunlight that warms her skin and 


Melts off the icy layer... 


She dances like never before, 
With no fear of guilt or harm; 
Soft green vines dance along with her 


And they wrap around her arm. 


They tie themselves in small knots 
And form a pair of wings; 
They dance around her head and form a crown, 


They dance as she sings. 
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The wings carry her up, 
And she can see far across the land; 
A future she can see with smiles and triumoh— 


And him, with his hair the color of sand. 


Asmile soreads across her face 
Because she has never been so glad, 
And in the grand total of her life, 


Her struggles now do not seem so bad. 


Her wings bring her to safety again, 
she lands in the cool green grass; 
her bright, wide smile is still there, of Course, 


because she is finally home at last. 


She opens her eyes to light, 
As it flows through the clouds and covers the flowered ground; 
She opens her eyes to hope, 


In the happiness she has found. 
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The Feeling of Light 
Maxey McSwain 


Strange things happen in the pitch darkness of those early 
morning hours. 


Memories of estranged loved ones and twisting, Curling, intru- 
sive regrets resurface. 


They burn like Ory ice, so cold they're hot, and suddenly noth- 
INQ said or done — 


Means anything at all. 


Nighttime is stagnating. The world is asleep, progress is halted 
in Favor of rest. 


And those dark ponderings, they must rest, too, 
For life continues beyond the hauntings of the past, 


And the feeling of light will come 


With the dawn. 
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The Forgotten 
Kafie Rayburn 


He is just an old man sitting on a bench. 
Has he called his children today? 
He watches the people pass. 


He most likely called them already. 


But has he called his children today? 
He fumbles with the numbers on his Phone. 
He most likely called them already. 


Although it would be nice to hear their voices. 


He fumbles with the numbers on his Phone. 
He really shouldn’t bother them. 
Although it would be nice to hear their voices, 


And he misses his grandchildren. 


But he really shouldn’t bother them. 
He is an old man now, 
But he misses his grandchildren. 


What were their names again? 
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He is an old man now, 
Who just misses his children. 
What were their names again? 


He couldn't recall what he had been doing. 


Who just misses their children? 
Why did he have his phone in his hands? 
He couldn't recall what he had been doing. 


He is just an Old man sitting on a bench. 
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Louisiana Barber Shop, circa 1930s 
Phyllis Allison 


A faint breeze filters through summer’s dank brutal air. 
In the back, against the farthest corner, the shoe-shiner lifts 


his parched cheek to catch the infrequent, yet cherished 
coolness, 


better than a sip of iced-tea poured in a fruit jar bought at 
town’s fair. 


When the blessed moment evaporates, he scrutinizes his costly 
brushes, fine as horse 


hair, mucked up by a fella trying to ink his own shoe. 

CliG = Snip: 

The barber’s shears quicken to a sharp, unrhythmic pitch. 
Lop — chop. 

Always dressed in Sunday’s best, a tight tie is clipped high. 
Sloppy, he’s not. Presentation, his most prized policy. 
Pressed shirt, swept floor, handshake greeting at the door. 
IF well- dressed folks hanker spit and shine, gloss and fuss, 
they wander to the rear of the shop, and put their feet up. 
With practiced hands the barber soaps up a prickly face, 


and gently steers the blade through a series of intricate 
strokes. 


Then, spray tonic provides transitory relief, the masterful com- 
poser 
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massages cheeks, frontalis, and crow’s-feet, striking all the key 
chords, changing tempo 


to charm share muscles, kneading them flat. 


The satisfied Customer regards his fresh Face in the shaving 
mirror. 


Clink — tink. 
Atwenty-five-cent piece resonates its thanks on the counter. 
Hop — clop. 


He bounds to the back where the shiner has readied his brush- 
es. 
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My Pen, Your Pen 


James Huss 


from Yu-Hsuan Jing 


My pen expends its moxie in conceits__ 
Its mauclin verse hyperbole applies. 


Your pen is more discreet, reserved, and neat_ 


Its words at times my acumen defy. 
My penis at the ready to express 
My every hope no matter how minute; 
Your pen to me its whims Civulges less, 


For when it comes to love it’s more astute. 


My pen is old and worn with years of use, 
A foolish thing abused and handled cruel. 
Your pen is lovely, beautiful, and new; 


You wield it carefully, this orecious tool. 


| pray that in the journal of my life 


Someday your pen to me your love will write. 
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My Dream, My Reality 
Marilyn Brooks 


| wake up with you on top of me, and in me 
My first reaction is always shock 

What’s going on? How did | get here? 
Internally, | feel everything shatter 
Everything’s shaking in my mind 

Moving in slow motion 

I’m afraid to move, afraid to speak 

Did you ask my permission...? 

Or did you think — | wouldn’t notice 

The remnants of you as they seep — uP Out of me 
How could this be? 

I've been here before 

And yet | never stop and close the door 

| leave myself vulnerable 

Feeling like a whore 

| must have deserved this 


Do you really think | want more 
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A Shield Maiden s Lefier fo Her Daughier 
Kafharyn Hebert 


My crown of rope and fishing line is gone 
All that is left is a raven staking her claim 
The mothers before me always took care of 


Their wildlings, as | am doing now 


How | carried you inside me, sweet girl 
The kraken keeping you safe and sturdy 
In the vast oceans of my soul, oceans our 


Godly ancestors once sailed on their way to Valhalla 


lama raven, coughing up seeds and life-blood 
To feed you, |ama raven with a 
Switchblade in my talons 


Not even Thor's hammer could tear me away from you 


Can you hear it, sweet gil? 
The thrashing of war drums in your chest 
They beat for you and for me 
For good days and cold nights 


Good hunt and great harvest 
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As | look at you, with daisies in your hair 
And fire in your eyes, | Fear for you 
| Fear that someone will come along 


And try to douse that unforgiving flame 


| want you to remember, sweet girl 
Remember that we are not things 
We are not the leftover bones of 


A meal to be greedily devoured 


We are death incarnate 
We are axes and mallets in the skull 
Choke holds not so tender 


We are a swift kick to the soul 


Stay bright, sweet girl 
Smash your club to your shield 
Take no mortal prisoners 
Let your battle cry ring true 


For this world is your battlefield 
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The Nof-So-Liftle Girl 
Allie Atkinson 


This divide does not provide more than a barrier 
Beginning from inside our hearts, 


We have stopped listening. 


Pale-faced, wide-eyed__appalled at what she has become 
With only what she could carry, she had to find her own. 

She had to figure out how to be grown. 

And although little girls shouldn't be out this late at night 


Little girls don’t get to be little when you’re hanging out of 
sight 


Seedy places and tight soaces, making yourself small. 
It's getting paid for getting someone laid, trying not to bawl. 


It’s when push comes to shove and poverty is the big man’s 
playground. 


It's when People’s inherent circumstances weren't made ac- 
cording to their say how. 


And suddenly__everyone wonders why no one is listening 


Pleas and cries cannot be heard when words become shouts. 
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The Legacy of Yet fo Be 
Kafie Rayburn 


Cicadas screech a symphony 
To accompany the setting sun 
As | write of things to tell you 


That will matter when you're young. 


There is no better choice than kindness 
Which | pray you always give, 
And remember to enjoy the noise; 


Loving homes need it to live. 


Board games fill the boredom 
And bring families together. 
Laughter combats the silence 


and strengthens the bonds that tether. 


So little one not yet inside me 
Know that when too early | go 
That even the sun must say goodbye 


Each night, and that | love you so. 
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Nothing 


James Huss 


from Yu-Hsuan Jing 


There’s nothing like the notes that resonate 
About the space between us__| can hear 
Her dulcet voice resounding through my pate 


Despite its absence from my aching ears. 


There’s nothing like her brilliant countenance, 
An image no machine can replicate, 
The comely mien that must be seen firsthand, 


Though flawlessly my inner eye it apes. 


There’s nothing like the smile that creeps across 
Her face when | apprise her of my love _— 
It rests unchanged in my incessant thoughts, 


Those ceaseless hopes and dreams of her and us. 


Yet nothing wrought by thought could reproduce 


The pulchritude of my embodied muse. 
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Blank Canvas 


Daraseres Hicks 


Staring at a blank space 
Wanting to be filled with creativity 


An explosion of emotion just waiting to be released 


How | yearn for the ability of exoression 
But instead caught in this crippling storm called depression 


The pain of wanting to use the voice given but having to keep 
it hidden 


The clouds move in causing shade 

Starting to feel my poetic ambition beginning to fade 
| stare at the canvas thinking all hope is lost 

Thinking trying to find the words to say 


The weight of trying to be perfect starting to weigh me down 


Suddenly | feel the strength of thousands 
Filling my veins with liquid gold 

| take my brush and press onto the canvas 
The light has broken through the storm 


And the sun has risen to light the path of my ever-growing 
ambition 
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Hey Im [BLANK] 
Tabatha Bowlin 


Hey I’m [BLANK], 


Let me start with I’m sorry before you decide to become my 
Friend. 


| lack the urge of physical touch since | was beaten when | 
was young. 


Sorry if | clench when you try to touch me. 


| prefer if you did not soend money on me because my dad 
told me I’m not worth it. 


Sorry if | never tell you anything to surprise me with. 


| do not enjoy wearing anything tight under my arms because 
of my anxiety sweats which when | was younger my steo mom 
pointed it out constantly. 


Sorry if | never dress the part at dinner. 


Alcohol is not an option since it makes me only sorrier that I’m 
[BLANK]. 
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Sorry if | do not drink at social gatherings. 


| don't like shorts if I’ going around new People since | have 
skin that lacks pigment in certain 


areas because | was told that it’s the “retardation” blood in 
me since | have mentally retarded 


great uncles. 


Sorry if you cannot take me to that poo! party. 


Sometimes | forget to breathe to avoid mistakes, so I'll start 
gasping for air. 


Sorry if | interrupt you while catching my breath. 


Did you know | was holding my breath thinking of this for you? 


| realized when my chest began to burn. 


So sorry for being [BLANK] 


Sorry for having flashback issues. 


!am mostly sorry for being me. 


The person who you will probably only feel sorry for. 


MADRUGADA 


RED 


Nicholas Jones 


Everything around me, 

All these green eyes can see, 

Is what’s in red — words in holy books _ ancient memories, 
The fate of the future lies in the hands of the few, 

Who bear no rationality but seeking fatality, 


Have not been affirmed — by anyone or anything, 


When bullets hit heavy hearts _ do they not ricochet, 
Into the world around them _— and does death not reason, 


As a consequence to freedom anymore ~_ or is there still a 
score, 


To settle between both sides firing bullets into a crowd, 


Can we not soeak aloud _ and are we allowed to feel any- 
thing anymore? 


As more bodies fall — and the tensions rise, 

The oceans run red with rage inside, 

And lakes of fire engulf what remains, 

While some things change — most stay the same, 

The cycle of deterioration _ dare we ask who's to blame? 


Everything around me, 
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All these green eyes can see, 

Is the red-hot flames that are hunting us down _ one by one, 
Standing in peaceful Positions _ pUt down by the gun, 

In the war against humanity — hurt has the upper hand, 


In a world like this _ where does love stand _ and why is tt 
hiding? 
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Humanily Saves Itself 


Katie Rayburn 


Humans have some innate fear 
Of things we do not understand, 
Something that has defined a way of life 


For ourselves and those around us. 


However, 

Aliens wreak the most havoc 

On our vulnerable minds. 

We fear the arrival of the Unknown 
To our little planet, our home. 

Their ability to examine us freely, 
Enslave us easily, or exterminate us 
As though we were simply pests 


To be disposed of. 


However, 

We could fight back, retaliate, 
Band together in cinematic glory 
And realize together we are 


Alwoys the strongest force. 


25 


ARGUS 


When we have one enemy, 
It is easy to believe in unity, 
That we can overcome anything, 


And heroically reclaim our world. 


However, 

Maybe we misunderstood something. 
Maybe the aliens are more like us 
Than we care to admit. 

What if, their only goal, is to save 
Some planet some million miles away 
From total destruction and prevent 
The extinction of thousands of soecies 
At the hands of one of the most 
Invasive, toxic, and lethal murderers 


The aliens have ever seen? 


What if we were never the heroes? 


What if we were not the only victims? 


What if we were always the villains. 
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All Fun and Games 
Allie Atkinson 


It’s all Fun and games when there are others laughing, 
But what about those suffocating in their silence? 
Children with tight throats choking on the need to feel relief — 


Children who are conflicted, still trying to figure out their be- 
liefs. 


Children who sit on the side because these rules don’t apply 
to them— 


Children who know that you are lying to them. 
Children who pose as okay with a shrug and half smile, 


Children who haven't had a hug or heard “I love you” ina 
while. 


And then there are children who have never seen a gun, 
Never had to wonder where their Food was coming from. 
But games aren't any fun if you aren’t playing with everyone 
So look out for your neighbor, your mentor, your son 


Because it can happen to anyone. 
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El Agua es mi Madre 
Ba Shanique Washinglon 


Water is my mother 

She is cool and refreshing after a long day 
She finds her way out of anything 

No matter how big of a fuss, she is just... 
water 

chilling like a breeze 

Warm at the fingertips 

She can be hot headed, but somehow gentle 
Mother is the one who knows all of your fears 
Only become the last piece to a crystal ball 
Water is my mother 

She would worry over no other 

Her children are her priority 

Unexplainable, unconditional love for her 


she kept me free and at case 


Water isn’t just a thing because at the end of it all ... 


Water kept me clean. 
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The Confrontalion of Imaginations 


Katie Rayburn 





“When you have the chance, take it, Laugh, sing, dance. Don? allow the 
night to end.” 


— Live Fast (Magic the Gathering) 


Deep among mountains and plains, 
Among the furniture and the floor, 
Between the formidable fortresses 

Of cushion thrones and magma carpets, 


A battle of wills is about to begin. 


Crouching in conspiracy behind the couch 
And plotting in the veil of secrecy, 

Waits It that betrays, ready to prey upon 
The douser of lights, | who must 


Declare dominance of this child of the night. 


As foretold, what once may have been 

My obedient offsering, has now aggravated 
Into the demanding dragon, 

Demon of catastrophes, 

Nemesis of mortals. 


Take heart this valiant knight must 
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As the creature performs leapfrog! 
An act of aggression, precise aerial maneuver, 
And yet is met by my artful dodge and 


Mighty leap towards forsaken sanctuary. 


Oh, but one of adamant will 

Is always watching, waiting in the weeds, 
Until inspired Charge! Justice strike! 

The adorned pouncer sneak attacks 


Seemingly from under the floorboards! 


As luck would have it, 

| quicken over treacherous terrain and 
Avoid fate of an artful takedown, 

And both lamp and coffee table. 


| survive the night, but only for now. 


To my misfortune, 

the beast whisperer still lurks. 
Ready and willing to attack again, 
With an untamed hunger for 


Vigilante justice and possibly some snacks. 


An aura of silence follows, 
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Willing me to abandon reason, 
Abandon hope, and allow this 
Armored warhorse to reign in anarchy. 


Perhaps silence be better than screaming fury. 


Yet, by some radical idea, 

Using ancestral knowledge 

And alluring scent, 

| appeal to the havoc devil’s taste 


For sweets, to placate this angel of Fury. 


By divine transformations, 
Fortune has a change of heart. 
Wild beast back into child, 
Back into the gift of paradise, 


Back into the blessed light of my life. 


Tucked under cover of darkness 

And comfy sheets, with one last kiss 

| send to sleep my little teller of tales, 
My warrior be, in search for tomorrow 


in that rarest field of dreams. 
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| Grew Up 
Phyllis Allison 


| grew up loving H.R. Pufnstuf, stuffed bell oe9Pers, aNd Oress- 
ing, not stuffing. 


| grew up with Flintstones, rotary phones, and Pink Lady sno- 
cones. 


| grew ue with Land of the Lost aNd Raiders of the Lost Ark, ut 
sometimes | Feel lost in 


space. 


| grew up a freckle face, brace face, and now hide my aged 
face from Facebook. 


Grew up with my Mama's red beans and rice, unsweet iced 
tea and 


deep-fried hushouepies. 


Grew ue a kid from Bayou Vista and Cane River Lake, but the 
house | own sits in 


Denham Springs. 


| grew up in a festive state where every weekend is an excuse 
for a festival, 


tailgate, or crawfish boil. 


Grew up watching Star Trek ANO Star Wars, Out |’d love a Star- 
bucks nonfat 


no-whiop mocha. 


| grew up obsessed with Tiger Beat, Teen Beat and Tickle De- 
odorant. 
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| grew UP Wrapped inside and out in black and gold from Ar- 
chie Manning to 


current breaker of records, Drew Brees. 


| grew ue reading Victoria Holt, Carolyn Keene, and everyone 
in between. 


| grew up in a house full of cats, but have since devoted my 
attention to huggable 


canines. 


Grew up with a Liddle Kiddles lunch box, Linus the Lion pull- 
string toy and 


Paper Colls. 


| grew up playing 45's, LP’s, and 8-track tapes — now gather- 
ing dust on a closet 


shelf, while | download. 


Grew up during the 1976 Olympics, introducing the Dorothy 
Hamill wedge cut 


that quickly became a fad. 
| grew UP APPEALING MUCh cooler during my Madonna phase. 


| grew Up Camping and fishing at Toledo Bend, and now 
schooling my daughter at 


a friend’s D'Arobonne lake house. 


Grew up tacking one-time heartthrob Leif Garrett posters to 
my wall; And twisted 


fate allowed my dog to spend a Christmas at his house 
_ thirty years later. 


| grew up baking on smoldering roof-tops doused from head 
to toe in Sun-In and 


Crisco oil, OUt Now Caking on the spf 50. 
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| grew up playing Pac-Man, Donkey Kong, and Centipede; 
Now hidden objects 


is more my speed. 


| grew up singing in church, musical theatre, and All State 
Choir; Now the loudest 


voice in my house belongs to a sassy nine-year-old. 


| grew up twirling to Disco Duck, high-kicking to Rick James, 
and flipping in the 


Gym; but now, somedays, | struggle to even walk. 


| grew up. 


MADRUGADA 


lam 


Katherine Sawyer 


lam dirt roads and cow pastures. 

lam oak trees, Brahmas and ponds blanketed with green. 
lam the Louisiana sky. 

lam ared metal fence with a broken lock. 


lam my Great Grandma's chicken and dumplings and her 
undying devotion to the little village we called home. 


lam sweet, humid summer nights. 

lam the laughter around a fire. 

lam creeks and murky, mud filled rivers. 
lam the catfish that lurk beneath our boats. 


lam the Ficus tree my parents received on their wedding day. 
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lam that same Ficus tree, twenty years later, that resides at my 
grandmother’s after their love fizzled out. 


lam fresh, garden vegetables. 


lam the rabbit my Great Grandpa shoos away. 


lam the hogs that run wild through the woods under the 
moonlight, 


lam destruction in its most natural form. 


lam the cracked sidewalks of my high school and 


lam the tattered textbooks used Over and over again. 


lam the fall wind that whigs around you and makes you feel 
like magic exists, if only for a brief moment. 


lam my mother and my father, 


lam the Mississippi River, 


lam white perch on Sunday, 
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lam my Grandma's favorite armchair, 


lama cicada that sings her song regardless, 


1ama peach that has not yet rioened, 


lam the Gulf Coast, volatile and beautiful, 


lam the daisies that grow on the side of the road, 


lam my experiences, emboldened by the notion that it all 
matters. 


lam important, inthe eyes of God and my Grandma. 


lam the ethereal haze in the early morning sunrise, blanketing 
my home with undying devotion and 


optimism. 


lam. 
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Insanily Stalks Me 
Kafie Rayburn 


Who can write 

Lines of literature 

Or poetic pieces 

When the mind has gone 
Leaving nothing but 

The door open 

And the cabinets empty? 

No food for thought 

Or bed For rest, 

And creatures have invaded 
In the place of gentler ones. 
The house so silent, 

That all the noise from outside 
Drummed volumes on the ears, 
Wishing it Would all stop 
Wishing it would all shut up! 
But alas, the mind left no way 
To lock the door. 

And knowing this, 


Something came upon tt, 
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Knocking kindly on the frame, 
Suggesting coming in, 

Should | let it in? 

It soeaks in soft words 

Of no more worries 

And no more wrongs. 

It asks if | am not hungry 

And promises me some bread. 
Bread? Bread? Am|a pigeon, 
But bread has never smelled so sweet. 
And rest? It soeaks of rest? 

| haven't slept in days, 

And when | do, the pain! 

Pain from my neck, always there 
As if my head no longer 
Recognizes my pillow and retaliates 
For the strangeness of it all. 

One night... 

One night could do no harm 
Right...? 

After all, how worse could life be 


With just a little insanity? 
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| Beg of You, Shut Up 
Brooke Meade 


Footsteps thump, left—right 
As the bars that hold me up in my chair 
Rattle against each tired point of my spine. 
Letters swirl in the alohabet soup 
As your voice deftly bounces off 
The peeling white paint in the hall. 

Silence sits 
In my cup of tea 
But your booming echoes startle waves 
Beginning ever so minute in the center 
And rippling out to the rim 


Where they touch and wave back. 


The hand-me-down kitchen table braces itself 
For your elbows to rest on its worn places 
Once again 
And routine holds us like a lover at night 
That waits for the sound of snoring 


Before they untangle limos and wordlessly depart. 
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| carefully pick my words for you like flowers 
That grow outside our kitchen window. 
| put them in a vase on the table 
Between us 
Hoping to buffer some of your crudeness 


With a little bit of thoughtful beauty. 


Your soug Is chillingly cold before, oblivious, you finish 
your one-sided conversation. 
My tea 
Has been 
Soundlessly 
Sioped until 
My cuo is 
Empty. 
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IDo 
Marilyn Brooks 


From this day forward, | promise to love myself. 


| oromise to selfishly love myself. 
To put my desires and wishes above those of others. 


| promise to consider my wants and needs before | consider 


those of others. 

| promise to treat myself with respect. 

| promise to accept myself flaws and all. 

| promise to blatantly accept my uniqueness ANd my Quirks. 
| will no longer apologize for being me. 


| will no longer depend on the opinions of others to confirm 


what | already know about myself... 
lam amazing! |am awesome! 


| deserve love. | deserve respect. | deserve to be treated as an 


equal. 


lam not a sequel, but | am the first and | am the only me. 
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There will never be anyone else exactly like me. 
So, today | say “Yes, | Do.” 

And | hope that you will too. 

You deserve love. You deserve respect. 

You deserve to be treated like you are the best... 
You that will ever be and that will ever come. 
Because there’s only one you. 


And there's only one me. 
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Uneaquivocal Ambivalence 


Cafelyn Erringion 


Though | love you so, | must confess 
that you are not quite beautiful, for your face does not impress 
me the way that many other things do, 


but you must know that! wouldn’t say so if it weren’t true. 


There is beauty in sering mornings, floral and full, while a gentle 
breeze 


cascades through the branches of fresh, green trees, 
on summer afternoons, when the sanoy shore burns my feet, 


the relief provided by green, lapping waves is sweet. 


There is beauty in fall evenings, when leaves of rich, red hues 
blanket the sidewalk. | Feel | cannot lose 
even in the winter, where a delicate breath of frost 


turns the lands white, and most all life is lost. 


The capricious way of the world has granted beauty to all, 
except you it seems, which does not explain why | fall 
deeper in love when | gaze into your lackluster eyes, 


or long for your touch after so many tries 
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to expel you from my mind, banish you from my heart, 
and pray that your memory will leave my soul, at least in part. 
After all I’ve said, you should consider me a liar 


because the truth is that within me, you light a fire. 


| wish to run my fingers through your unkempt curls 
and hide you away from all the other girls. 
| want to feel your calloused hands run across my skin 


and | hope to lie in your slim, freckled arms again. 


They say that all is Fair in love and war, 
but you, my dear, aren’t fairin either or. 


Please forgive me, though, for | must find a way to love you 
less, 


or my life will be spent dwelling in regrets. 
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This Is What Love Is Like 


James Huss 


from Yu-Hsuan Shi 


This Is what love Is like __ 


The marked anxiety ere one is from the other 
torn, 


The fits and starts of aching hearts but six terse 
days forlorn, 


The distance but a hand's brief soan between 
two doting miens, 


The never ending limbs that intertwine in tranquil 
sleep, 


The time that flles when lovers lie together in their 
bed, 


The severance that slows the minutes to a 
creeping tread, 


The pointless puns and playful jokes and silly dit- 
ties SUNG, 


The smiles and laughter infinite from bliss and 
ardor sprung, 


The scanning eyes, the searching hands, the 
ambling arm in arm, 


The glee of being fettered freely by another’s 
charm, 
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The thought that naught upon this earth could fill 
those other shoes, 


The hope that though they’ ve lived a thousand 
years they'll still be true. 


This is what love is like. 
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Ode fo Lif-sanily 
Kafie Rayburn 


Is this Q Litany? 

Is this an Ode? 

Is this a faux feather 

Sitting iN mimicry 

On a desk of an overworked student? 
Is this rhythm and repetition? 

Is this enough to litanize a piece of Poetry 
And conform it to this form? 

Is this a love for POEMS 

And those that love to repeat? 

Is this to be a Pedestal 

To pedes? all the lines that 

Make no sense, with words that 
Never existed thrown into the mix? 

Is this confusion at its finest, 

Meant to torment both 

The reader and the writer 

As one greets insanity 

With the other? 


Is this stress or Nerves or 
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The brain simply frying 

an egg on itself? 

Is this where a deep breath 
Is taken and another 

And another as they 
Seemingly never end because 
Is this not breathing? 

Is this breathless that 

The poetry leaves me 

As | sing of praises 

Of styles and stanzas 

And above all, stress? 

Is this, in the end, 

Both litany and ode 

And do | owe the words 
Tuition as well for what 


The lines have taught me? 
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Devin Forestier 
Apologies 
Who do they please? 
What comfort do they grant? 
What pain do they appease? 
They're uttered from the throats 
These toxic antidotes 
That cure no ailments 
And only sugarcoat 
The lie that is regret 
The truth that wos betrayal 
When the wickedness seeps through 
The good and sweet portrayal 
Of the person you once thought 
To be the one who'd always stay 
But now they’ve up and gone 
And they’ve thrown you away 
For there is no truth in apologies 


Just compassion as empty as the winter trees 
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A Thousand Deaths 


James Huss 


from Yu-Hsuan Jing 


My privy walls have crumbled__you’'ve besieged 
The barricade erected to protect 
A hearty treasure from my enemies, 


And | expect I'll die a thousand deaths. 


You felled a fort no mortal soul Could raze, 
And traiosed with foreign feet upon a floor 
Unspoiled for five and forty years__ your grace 


And glory overthrew secluded doors. 


The guards let down their weapons, fled their posts _— 
Now | unshielded at your mercy lie; 
My firmn protection failed its human host, 


And left me helpless, frail, and terrified. 


Yet my intruder entered not to slay, 


But on my aching heart elation lay. 
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Did | Know? 
Kafie Rayburn 


In the beginning, 

When God created the world, 

Did he know then what suffering 

| would endure, for the sake of that world? 
My baby boy playing with his toys. 

My baby boy creating mess and dirt and joy. 
My special baby boy. 

They praise your name on high, 

While my tears overfill their glasses. 

Water to wine but who will transform 

My sadness into a bearable pride 

As my son, my child from my womb, 

Will be sacrificed for all the world’s happiness? 
Proclaim him king as he saves all 

Your sons and daughters, 

But who will save my son? 

Before | Am, He Was 

Just a child, crying like any other, 

Calling for his mother, 


And now? Now | must watch 
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In silence, in fear and 
Greatest sorrow 

As they nail him up 

And tear him down 

With words of judgment. 

Did | know then, during those 
Hours and tears of labor, 

That he would one day 
Make those miracles? 

That he may heal the hurt 

Of all those but my own 

And allow the blind to see 

As tears cloud my weary eyes? 
Did | know? 

Did | care? 


He Was just my little baby boy. 
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The Medifalion of the Created 
Brooke Meade 


Trees stand on tiptoes to reach 

That blue eternity above. 

Grasses float up and invisible hands 

Caress them with shushes 

Of rustling and echoes of ceasing. 

With joy flowers wither. And all the earth settles 
Into motionless being, 


With gratitude for respite. 


Sighs exhaled by limbs of weightlessness 
Serung veright after fruits bent their arms away 
From the sunset painting that is more beautiful 
As time stretches with an arched back 


In the evening hours. 


The brown and dead-green give rest to the eye 
As nature falls into slumber 

Not waiting to return to a blooming, bright Spring 
But just being without. 


A bare season brings the soul 
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Back to the center. 

Meditation before white death and rebirth, 
Clouds bend into praying hands 

To the One who gives 

And takes away. 

It is within nature to 


Be still and know. 
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KING OF HEARTS 


Nicholas Jones 


| started with a deck of cards, 

And pulled all of the diamonds out, 

Then | placed them on my necklace, 

And threw it into the deep blue sea, 

Down to the sea floor — and it did what it will do, 

What once was found in me was lost eternally in you, 

IF sirens blared for blood-red Ariel hair, 

Then they’d see where you rooted your love inside of me, 
Where it’s growing through the holes in my head, 


For everyone to see, 


I'd been dealt the soades a couple of times, 
The odds were stacked against my back, 
And when Hades played his hand in fate, 
The world around me faded into the black, 
But he saw my hand and raised me two, 

The hand was hard _but | fell in love with you, 
Seamlessly — effortlessly, 

| knew | had to wait, 


That it was what | had to do, 
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| wandered in and out of sea-weed bars and acid rain-clubs, 
| almost completely gave up on love, 

So | wandered through the wonderlands, 

The thirteen different letters and numbers, 

With four faces, long arms, lanky hangs, 

And | was scared |’d never have the chance, 

To tell you what we already knew, 

That | had been waiting for you, 


To find what you were looking for, 


You can stay here, go there, 

Navigate the oceans across the air, 

And no matter where you go, 

You'll hold my heart in your hands, 

And I'll never Fall apart again, 

To think you’ve been there from the start, 


The love of my life _ the king of hearts. 
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Winter Sonnet 
Elliot Davis 


My sweater holds me in its soft embrace, 
a gentle hug that only | can feel, 
staves off the cold just like a fireplace, 


aneeded comfort from the icy chill. 


When summer wanes, the winter springs her trap. 
She bites the face and captures hands and feet. 
My heart alone remains too tightly wrapped 


in Christmas cheer for winter to defeat. 


The present that your parents gave to me 
was kinship in the form of cashmere thread. 
By making me part of your family, 


this sweater conjures brighter days ahead. 


Although the ocean holds you far away, 


this warmth will last until our wedding day. 


38 


MADRUGADA 


Rose 


Nicholas Jones 


Finding beauty in fragility, 

A form of art made easy, 

For a fragile soul she holds, 

Hides from the world _ so cruel and so cold, 
Eyes that always shine like diamond mines, 
A smile that lasts all the time, 

Never falters _ never fades, 


The queen of my heart _ she holds the spades, 


One of my friends said she looks like Rose, 
Pale face with Marilyn pose, 

The nose, the lios _ the smile shine, 

She carries with her what once was mine, 
A heart that | kept wrapped uo inside, 
Here you never have to hide, 

Who you really, truly are, 


Promises most true _ found in her heart, 


A heart filled to the brim with Rose gold, 


Stays forever young as she grows old, 
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She holds the key to the doors locked tight, 
Forces them open with all of her might, 
llove her, | do ~ this is most true, 

Her _ Arose among the tulips blue, 

Born within duality _ she knows her hue, 


In the ray of light she travels through. 
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Bloom 


Samantha Wynn 


| was withered and tired 

My petals barely hanging on 

Wondering if | would ever feel warmth again 

But then you shower your love on me like water on a rose 
Alas, | begin to grow 

Your sweet smile shines on me like the sun 

Bringing life back into these bones 

You fill me with laughter and | open up for you 

Petal by petal, your eyes widen as you see me unfold 
Even my thorns are beautiful to you 

For you are my gardener and | am your rose 

And for you 


| will always bloom 
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Pepper with a PHD 
Kafie Rayburn 


don't count calories, 

caffeine, corn syrup, 

or the beautiful caramel color 
focus on the crisp click, 
ossshhh, click clack, opening 
crackling lightly from 
carbonation bubbling 

and brimming at the top. 

still yet to take a sip. 

it just sits 

waiting and waiting 

with streak marks down the side 
taunting me, asking me 
wouldn't you rather me 

than just water? 

and I’ve already opened you 

it would be rude not to 

take a sio, grasp your slick sides 
and down everything before 


the regret sinks in, 
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but I think then 

throw caution to the wind, 

and I’m convinced. 

so | take a sip, 

feeling the bubbles on my tongue 
and spread against the sides and roof 
filling my mouth with acid and sugar 
feeling ecstasy and joy 

only to stop 

as it all turns to fire 

burning my throat and 

churning my stomach 


and | pour the rest down the drain. 
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11 O'clock On Safurdays 


Alexa Barron 


Growing up, my Granny always went to the beauty shop, 
she would always go on Saturdays. 


Bleached blonde hair curled and teased, like it always has 
been. 


The day of, we would walk in together and she would plop 
in the seat in front of the mirror and there she would stay. 


In the mirror | could see Granny’s orin. 


| always spent Friday nights with Granny, | never wanted to 
stop. 


She would get her hair done then we could go and play. 


Bleached blonde hair curled and teased, like it always has 
been 


At the end of the appointment, her hair dresser would always 
give me a lollipop. 


| remember the smell of colorant whenever Granny would find 
gray 


In the mirror | could see Granny’s arin. 


Granny, many times, told me she never wanted to look like a 


MADRUGADA 


slob. 


She got so angry when the company stopped selling her fa- 
vorite hair soray 


Bleached blonde hair curled and teased, like it always has 
been 


Heaven forbid after getting her hair done she would feel a 
single raindrop 


| don't think | have seen my Granny not looking the same way. 
In the mirror | could see Granny’s arin. 


Bleached blonde hair curled and teased, like it always has 
been 
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Awailing 
James Huss 


from Yu-Hsuan Jing 


Awaiting your arrival on the date 
That sparked a love in me unparalleled 
Was ere | Knew a herald of the fate 


That on my aching heart alas befell. 


Awaiting you to make it to the bar 
The second time |’d see your symmetry 
Was like the wishing On a distant star 


Not knowing if that hope would come to be. 


Awaiting that initial grase of hands 
And tender kiss upon my anxious lips 
Was like a childhood Christmas eve that soans 


Avast eternity of starts and fits. 


But no anticipation equals to 


Awaiting you to say you love me too. 
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Next fo Me 


James Huss 


from Yu-Hsuan Jing 


There lives no greater ecstasy than when 
My love is next to me upon my bed_ 
The gentle feel of her divested skin, 


Her sable tresses cross my pillows soread, 


Her legs so lightly touching mine as she 
Around them intertwines, the soft embrace 
Of fingers as our hands unite in sleep, 


The kisses we exchange when half-awake, 


The roving arms that find their way about 
My coarse and undeserving body parts — 
No joy compares to that elation but 


The adoration from her patient heart. 


And in the morn when I’m compelled to flee, 


No thoughts can spell those blissful memories. 
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The Sun Never Sels 
Kafie Rayburn 


| recall the heat of the sun 
The cool of the pool water 
The icy flavor of a popsicle 
Red, yellow, and blue 
Woaddling around in 

My yellow swimsuit with a 
Floaty sewn into it, 

Tot Trainers, as | later learned 
And boy, did they train us tots. 
My sisters sitting with me 

On the tiny poo! steps 

All four of us, 

The oldest the only one 
Without a yellow suit, instead 
Pink plastic on her arms. 

| remember my barely buck teeth 
And bright red tongue 

From some photograph 

| saw later of the same scene. 


And despite how small 
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| knew we were, 
We still shouldn't have all fit 
On those tiny pool steps 


In the summer of my first memory. 
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Quiet Mornings 


Jordan Durio 


People always talk about quiet 


mornings. 


As | sit on my pre-dawn 
steps, | listen to the loudest 
silence I've ever heard. The 
crickets chirp their evening, 
choir and the highway rum- 
bles with the only sign of 
human life for miles— either 
coming home from late nights 
or getting started on early 
mornings. It’s impossible to say 


which. 


As the first rays of sun- 
light begin to lighten the skies, 
| can hear geese above me, 
honking to stay in touch, their 
migration patterns resemble 
something more like shattered 


glass_all broken and jagged 
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Honorable Mention 


instead of the perfect “V” that 
we're told about. In their pen, 
our chickens begin to cluck 
quietly as they hunt bugs from 
the grass. Our ducks Quack 


along as if 
their lives depend on it. 


Underneath it all, there 
is Q low mechanical rum- 
bling. |haven’t been home 
in months, so this sound is a 
new one. What once was a 
vast, flat expanse of rice and 
soybean fields is now broken 
by a solitary oil well. Its lights 
mar what once was the almost 
perfect blackness of night. | 
look at it, and | want to cry. | 
want to cry because every- 


thing is the same, but it is also 
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forever changed. | want to cry 
because | don’t know where 
home is, but this place doesn’t 
Feel like it anymore. | want to 
cry, and that low mechanical 
rumble doesn't give a damn 


about my tears. 


The sun rises, and the 


day begins. 


Broken Mirrors 
Aron Stephens 


When | was 5 years old, 
| had a crush on a boy. Every 
day for recess we held hands 
on the slide. | would save a spot 
for him next to me on the swing 
set. We would draw each oth- 
er pictures in class and get in 
trouble for not paying atten- 
tion. This innocent infatuation is 


where it started. 


| remember going to 
church on Sundays with my 
family. The pastor sitting in the 
Front of his congregation soew- 
ing pretty lies that were Quoted 
from God by aman with anger 
issues. He made me feel like | 
was wrong. He made me feel 
like | was broken. Foreign. Dif- 


ferent. Turned the thoughts of 
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First Place 


my family and friends against 
me before | even knew who | 
was. Before | knew | was bro- 


ken. 


| never talked to that 
boy again for fear of an an- 
gry God coming down from 
the heavens and hurting him. 
Him. | was never worried about 
God’s wrath because | knew, 
even as a child, that my skin 
was thick. | grew quiet. Afraid 
a slipped word might show 
the world that | was a monster 


walking among men. 


When | was 11 years old, 
| had my second crush. The 
world knew him for what he 
was. The world saw the elab- 


orate mask | wore. | never told 
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him how | felt, but maybe if | 
had it would have saved his 
life. IF he knew that he was 
not alone maybe he would 
have lived to see that grad- 
vation cap. | would go home 
and pray to a God that | was 
told would never listen to me 
would fix me. To take His bro- 
ken creation and put its piec- 
es back together. He never 
did. That | wouldn’t end up a 
brief Paragraph in the list of 


obituaries in the newspaper. 


When | was 14, 15, 
16, 17; | lied. | was the best 
damned liar | knew. | lied to 
my friends. | lied to my family. 
| lied to myself. Well. | didn’t lie 
to myself. | was just confused 
what was my mask and what 
was me. | lived in fear of an 
unforgiving world raiding my 


closet that | was forced to live 


in and finding my skeletons. 
Finding that | was one of my 


skeletons. 


When | looked in the 
mirror, all |saw was something 
broken. Something that need- 
ed to be fixed. Something that 
was out of place and need- 
ed to be changed. Warped. 
Twisted so that it finally fit into 
a spot society has made For it. 
| screamed at an unknowing 


God. | was going to 


make Him hear me. Make him 


feel my pain. 


| viewed the world as 
something broken. We were 
the same in that aspect. When 
| would sing songs, | would re- 
place the loud and proud 
“hers” with soft and gentle 
“he’s.” | would look over my 


shoulder in Paranoia when | 


came across a photo of true 
love. Hated myself for want- 
ing a calloused truth over a 


soft lie. 


| never stopped to think 
that | wasn't the broken one. 
The mirror | looked in was Cov- 
ered in the condensation of 
society's hot breath; scream- 
ing at me with Point-of-views 
that were just too narrow. Now 
| can see myself clearly in the 
mirror. | see me. Me and only 
me. | no longer hide in the 
shadows. | face a world that 
constantly tells me that my 
love is unauthentic. That it isn’t 
real. That the love | feel for an- 
other human being is a fab- 
ricated lie that needs to be 


ripped From Creation. 


These were the darkest 


moments before my dawn. 
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| now stand in the light. No 
more hidden hugs behind the 
slide. No more gentle graz- 
es of pinkies in a crowded 
hallway. No more lying awake 
late at night asking myself 
why am | cursed to love 
something that | can’t have? 
| now speak with a loving 
God. A God that loves all of 
his creation. Now | throw that 
mask away. | burn the skele- 
tons in my closet. | burn the 
whole closet down because 
no human being should be 
Forced to live in that confined 
seace all because of the 
person they love. No more 
will | scream to an unyielding 
world trying to verify the au- 
thenticity of my love. lt is real 
enough. | am not broken. | 
was just looking into a broken 


mirror. 
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When Grief Becomes Plague 


Madalyn Mullins 


Sitting by the lake as deep as 
her father’s eyes, the Lotus Girl 


cried. Her makeup, water 


color on her cheeks, clown 
around her swimming | fish 
eyes, slioped off of her and 
into her dress sleeves below. 
Skull, sitting not far away of 
her father’s form, well what 
used to be her father’s form, 
home to the endless brain, 
deep brain, rotting now, brain. 
Rot begins so soon after the 
fall of the flesh, well, home of 
her father. Longhorn decay- 
ing before, or, beside her. The 
cow, well, man, who cared for 
Lotus Girl before the eventual 
bloom. She does not look into 
his eyes, well, sockets, deep, 


but she knows the fate of her 


own child rests on it. And she 
cannot bear to see what will 
become of Little Life, the de- 
cay of the beginning. Weary, 
wilting, weeping Lotus Girl, 
sitting beneath the hollowed 
willow that was home, or 
mother, until the longhorn fell 
and the maggots that con- 
sumed her father swarmed 
the willow. The blackness 
or orief swallowed the val- 
ley and choked, like smoke, 
the light or life from the land 
or chasm. Lotus Gir, trying 
to save her family or tribe or 
fire or self, begged the elec- 
tric sky for rain that she knew 
it Would never give to the lit- 
tle dying valley. The tears, fat, 


wild, were all she Could give to 


dying parents, bow wrapped 
water, gift to roots below and 
petals drifting from her flow- 
er hair to protect the dirt un- 
derneath her pounding feet. 
Now, storm-tired, earth-shat- 
tered,opened, tears gathered 
in Front of her in the crack in 
the clay-molded ground; she, 
mourning, pregnant, sees the 
tunnel through the water to 
the other light. Home, or bro- 
ken, or ruin, or loss surround- 
ing her fragile form, she feels 
hope, or change, or change, 
or change, resting at the bot- 
tom against the rock bed in 
the beyond. Alone, all but Lit- 
tle Life destroyed, sky aban- 
doned, mountains surround- 
ing little valley stony faced to 
her mountain lion cries, noth- 
ing else can blossom here. 


She, last of her kind, last of her 
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name, last of her life, only sur- 
vivor, nothing but a little doe 
alone in the dark and dying 
woods, rises shakily, new legs 
beneath her, to her feet. She 
haltingly steops toward the 
deep, thunder rolling from her 
heels, breath struggling to in- 
flate her balloon lungs, Little 
Life stealing all of what beats 
inside of her. Her tears, the only 
warmth in the empty, scream- 
iNg wind, still causing the wa- 
ter, or tunnel, to rise Up Around 
her brittle leaf ankles, rocking 
her narrow paper body. Step- 
ping, to the beat of the life 
that rests inside of her, into the 
wet or, the hope, hot, Little Life 
beating, begging, fighting, 
asking to stop. Lotus Girl whis- 
pers, hushes, wind whistling 


through her flowering hair, 


soothes Little Life, knowing that 
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the rest beneath or, beyond, Is 
better than living through this. 
She will never have to feel the 
loss again and Little Life, or her 
dreams, will never have to suf- 
fer the loss of home, or herself. 
She falls, or sinks, forward and 
down and through and un- 
der and above and into the 
home that she lost, residing in 
the beyond, and the grief will 


never destroy her. 





The Nature of Infinily 


Brianna Corley 


The dawn had known Atticus 
all his life, but Atticus had nev- 


er known the dawn. 


Of course, he knew in 
the most face value of idea, 
warmth of crimson’s budding 
melded within sickly-sweet 
strung cotton sewn gentle be- 
tween nature’s steady hand, 
which_like gaze’s being ca- 
ressed by ethereal visage of a 
stranger, said very little. See- 
ing and knowing, admiring 
and understanding, were two 
frighteningly separate things. 
Then again, admiration was 
not the correct word. Or that 
any word was the right one for 


that matter. 


Atticus thought be- 
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tween blurred lines of wheat 
fields washed molten am- 
brosia by the sun's filtered 
light and a foreboding white 
house squinting in recollection 
of home sitting atop a hill. He 
recalled being swamped by 
darkness of day’s beginning, 
then thick grey as anticipation 
riddled itself behind gritted 
baby teeth. 


“You always wake up 
too early,” came Alex, fists 
gathered into tiny balls and 
raised towards a teddy-bear 
face in some attempt to wipe 
away the weariness. His broth- 
er had poked his way through 
the golden brush clad in plain 
night clothes as he came to sit 


along Atticus. 
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“And you don’t have to fol- 
low me,” Atticus resoonded, 
cocking head with a not- 
quite frown. Allen laughed, 


barely and bubbly. 


“| Know! But | want to,” 
Alex pulled knees to the small 
of his chin, smile dimming, “It’s 


empty in the mornings.” 


And then Atticus would 
shake his head, casting mind 
back to blurred resurrection 
of an off-white home. “It’s al- 
ways empty,” Atticus noted. 
And Alex, who he knew he 
loved, who he knew from arit- 
ted whispers beneath tio-toe, 
tight bUN nurse Maids, Would 
die, would not regard the 
words Atticus often spoke that 


made grown-ups nervous. 


“Besides,” Alex would 


go on as sky became tainted 


gold, “Ms. Holly says the dawn 


is Q blessing.” 


Atticus gave a sour- 
sewn exeression, a_ twitch 
of youth’s impatience on a 
tree-tumbled scared eye- 
brow. “Ms. Holly also says that 
your stomach will break if you 


eat too many sweets.” 


Alex shook his head, a 
notion of dismissal towards his 
twin. “You can’t be like that 
you know,” Alex continued to 


smile, sheepish and clean. 


“Like what,” Atticus 


would respond, gaze ce- 
mented to the sky as it be- 


came traced in peach- pink. 


“You can’t be so mean 
to someone who thinks dif- 
ferent just because you think 


it’s strange,” Alex would re- 


turn, sounding more like their 
governess than a boy born to 
die__fact he was quite aware 
of _ “I mean, you're the same 


way with sky.” 


Atticus was only half -lis- 
tening, drowning beneath 
golden laced blessings called 
morning, staring more intense- 
ly than any child ever dared. 
He would only offer a hum. 
“Atty,” Alex began, cocking 
head to the side, “Are you in 


love with dawn?” 


“No!” Atticus decreed, 
Qa snap of notion unlike the 
easiness before. Alex was un- 
disturbed, quiet and careful, 
thoughtful within a fresh Corm- 
bread warmth flowing nature. 
Atticus’ tension ceased, a 
moment of regret and glad- 


ness for his brother’s patience. 
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Inky brown eyes looked to the 
sky as it began light, closing as 
lashes gently caressed his up- 


oper cheek, “That’s not it at all.” 


KKK 


“Are you so truly posi- 
tive,” Vyvyan spoke with such 
animation, roses in rising and 
a perfect mistake of bitter 
lemon at its end. He offered 
a wretched smile, touched 
within something darling as he 
raised wine glass to the curve 


of parsley lips. 


Atticus stood before 
him, this thing forged of pearl 
and rose, breathtaking with- 
in too pale finger tios grace- 
ful movements. The night was 
unwinding as a party of some- 
thing crime related winded 


down beneath drawn steps 


of a lavish hotel pretty as pol- 
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ished glass. 


He forgot how he got 
there, from simplicity of the 
house and within some gran- 
deur stained room inside a 
hotel stained crimson and 
drenched within gutter mud 
despite the smoking, boozing, 
suit-strung men on the bottom 
floor pretending their guns 
weren’t warm and their hands 
weren't eager. History trudged 
and long and exhausting and 
the dawn always present 
without fail. vwwyan managed 
to steal information from At- 
ticus most never know within 
the entirety of their lifetime. 
His brother, immortality, every- 
thing. And who could blame 


him? For Vyvyan was nothing 


short of miraculous. 


He reminded Atticus of 


ambrosia soun tales of gran- 
deur gods bored by cloud 
kingdoms who made their fun 
by toying with lowly mortals’ 
hearts, gaining endless devo- 
tion and adoration without so 
much as a thank you. Other- 
worldly, wondrous, truly out- 
standing was Vyvyan. May- 
be Atticus loved him. Vyvyan 


wanted to die. 


“Trust me,” Atticus re- 
turned with such utter, true 
exhaustion laced between 
ash-tinted exhale as he 


leaned against a black wall. 


Vyvyan would laugh 
like God, soft and pretentious, 
clad in something revealing 
and powder blue, draping 
himself across a window seal. 
“Perhaps you fear it,” he sug- 


gested thoughtfully, cocking 


head ever slightly, soft and 
share. Vyvyan didn’t even 
bother setting skyline eyes to 
meet Atticus. As if he wasn’t 
worth the energy, a thought 
that was half-oroven as he re- 
fused to allow Atticus a reply, 
“Quite romantic on the bor- 


derline, is it not?” 


“Do you ever do any- 
thing other than wax poetry,” 
Atticus returned, he knows to 
be irritated now, was irritated, 
“How the hell did you even 


end up here?” 


“You, an immortal, who 
is standing in front of me at 
6:00 am on the top floor of 
Q Orug lord’s party, are ask- 
ing me how the hell | ended 
up here,” Vyvyan returned, 


amused. 


“| could be lying,” Atti- 
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cus retaliated. 


“Quite the tragedy, 


isn’t it? It’s so much easier 
to believe the impossible,” 
Vyvyan traced a slender fin- 
ger around his wine glass, 
“Besides, you couldn't be a 
liar. Your eyes are far too tired 
to be anything less than 100 


years old.” 


Somehow, this made 


Atticus even more exhausted. 


“| would know,” Vyvyan 
begins, matter of fact, “You 
see, I'm going to die, soon. 
I'm aware of that and live as 
such. You, Atticus, know you 
have nothing but future and 
it’s written across your face.” 
Vvyvyan stretched, nonchalant 
and darling, “I can only hope | 


bleed out pretty 
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on the concrete.” 


“You. shouldn't say 
that,” Atticus deadpanned, as 
he didn’t really believe what 
he’d spoke. After so long, 
he'd learned one truth in the 
world that was the same for all 
and that was death. Except 
him. He didn’t even have that 


feEQSSUrONnCe. 


Vyvyan didn’t real- 
ly observe this, clever as he 
was it didn’t equivalent to in- 
telligence. Or maybe it was 
more so a matter of empathy 


placed as he pleased. 


“The dawn,” Vyvyan 
began, sobered, “It’s more 


like a reminder.” 


And to Atticus he no 
longer looked like Q god or a 


demon midst the smoke and 


drowsy party noise, but a boy 
with bruises GND an empty 


wine glass. 


The glass was acciden- 
tally shifted from counter top 
on marbled floor, shattering, 
leaving nothing in its wake but 
Atticus and Maria staring and 


a silence that screamed. 


“So that’s it then,” Ma- 
ria began, careful, calm with- 
in some frightful patience of 


beasts talking prey. 


Atticus hesitated, head 
aching and thoughts unsure 
of whether this was the begin- 
ning orthe end. Was he drunk? 
Hung over? Maria stood unal- 
tered and careful, perfectly 
knowing within bouts of hon- 


ey dipped maturity, endless in 


her air of authority. 


She was _ incredibly 
aware of all terms of her na- 
ture and utterly disenchanting 
in every other aspect, sporting 
rigid lines for a face mistak- 
en only as art if one squint- 
ed away at the wretched, 
seoiled wine skin rotting af- 
ter some cruel, avarice tint- 
ed fire devoured what had 
been, then even untouched, 
less than beautiful. An oil spill 
floated graceless as a bob 
just Above crooked shoulders 
as manicured nails tagged in 
utter precision against her hip, 
jutted outwards. Maria was 
Frightening in the wake of be- 
ing that akin to a sliver of thun- 


der clad within human skin. 


The gray of walls tint- 


ed white not yet alight from 
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morning rays, Oh_he knew 
this. A business Forged through 
clever fondness, investiga- 
tive and foolish in its deal- 
ing Of customers, things were 
fleeting now— cars, phones, 
dreams, and Maria. Atticus 
had never loved her. She was 


not afraid of death. 


“Yes,” His word had 


been but a breath. 


“Okay,” Maria's a 


storm. 


Atticus paused, it was 
early, aNd a cigarette stood 
half-nursed between the steel 
in his knuckles, glinting. “You 
aren't going to stay,” He start- 


ed, touched in awestruck. 


Maria sighed, an ex- 
pression grew upon features, 


touching edges of mouth in 


8S 


ARGUS 


86 


ever careful dictation, thought- 


Ful within hidden truth. 


“| don’t have any inter- 
est in keeping something that 
isn’t wanted by both parties,” 
she explained, “Or have you 
forgotten the fact you just told 


me to leave, Atticus?” 


Atticus’ eyes fell to the 
window to see specks of blush 
had just begun spreading truth 
through the muck of failing 


Ousk. This was the end. 
Of what? 


Maria and Atticus knew 
nothing of each other, nothing 
at all, their relationshio defined 
by business and the acciden- 
tally tender thoughts laced be- 
tween, creeping in a facade 
of something close. They were 


ghosts, forgotten memories 


passing, two creatures who 
were destined for nothing to 
last and totally different stanc- 


es in dealing with that. 


Maria sighed as she ob- 
served Atticus with something 
that had the opportunity to 
be found. “That story | told you 
about how the darkness mar- 
ried the dawn,” She paused, 
halfway towards the door, “lt 
Would do you well to remem- 


ber it.” 


Maria’s hand sprawled 
across door knob, she'd al- 
ready had luggage in tow as if 
expecting something like this. 
She always was knowing, after 


all. 


“Wait,” Atticus looked 
away from signs of new day, 
tone lined in some. strange 


sense of longing dripped- 


dropped within desperation, 
a fact which he utterly detest- 
ed in the way he could not 
hide it away, “We had good 


times right?” 


Maria cast a glance 
over her shoulder, scars tight- 
ened through clenching of 
lios carved for pouting. “No,” 
She stated, cutting in its soft- 


ness, “Not at all.” 


Atticus stood alone as 
the wooden door moaned 
closed, looking to the wisps of 
light’s ambrosia as it filled the 
emptiness, his cigarette but a 
once-had-been bud gnaw- 
ing at flesh between ill-fated 


fingers, dying without a sound. 


KKK 


Alex went slow, black 


plague found him before in- 
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evitable of chronic affliction 
could, Atticus had also been 
contaminated but the ebony 
drenched velvet trickled slow 
from his lungs. It had been 
jarring to all standing sor- 
row-stung and yellowed from 
all notions of morning for crise 
bell to wake breeze in air only 


for the wrong son to still be 


breathing. 


Vyvyan died ugly, a 
man drenched red grew 
ill-tempered and sick off Jack 
before sitting a gun perfectly 
in his pretty littke mouth. The 
officer who found him was 
required therapy for the trau- 
ma of seeing a Joll’s jaw half 
across the room and perfect 
crimson splats where divini- 
ty once dreamed in motion. 
They called him John Doe and 


gave a closed-casket funer- 
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al with fake daises. Atticus 
came numb and unsurprised 
with roses that lived and died 
as people did_an ideolo- 
gy once stated by a son of 
Aphrodite wearing ivory and 


speaking gold. 


Maria, she had to have 
met oblivion, though he knew 
not of how or why or when. 
Perhaps it'd been alone, re- 
assured within her own knowl- 
edge ona cityscape. She only 
could have been frightened 
if, soorting crow feet and 
BP shortage hair peppered 
white, she laid surrounded 
by rose-tinted faces of gold 
puffed with sadness. Then 
again, Atticus knew better 
than to entertain the thought 
for long. After all, such things 
were not meant for people 


like them. 


Atticus stood at a 
grave, he didn’t know whose 
it was, couldn't decipher be- 
tween the ache of temples, 
sepluttered lines, and crooked 
cobblestones hallowed from 


the winter chill. 


The dawn was com- 
ing, and there was nothing he 


could do but stare. 


Pageant Ancel 


Phyllis Allison 


“Ouch!” Callie screeched 
when the hot curler singed the 


back of her neck. 


“Please, don’t make 
a scene,” her mother lightly 
shot back and pushed a ball 
of tissue Under the last curler 
to protect the sore skin. The 
dressing room was bustling 
with activity. Half-dressed, ful- 
ly-rolled contestants squeezed 
into a tiny soace with limited 
plug outlets. Wwenty-seven girls 
in all, ages Four to thirteen, half 
fortunate enough to have their 
own glam squads, while the 
others had penny-pinching 
moms who did the dolling-up 


themselves. 


“They need to set for 
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Second Place 


ten minutes.” Her mother 
searched for a site to park the 
curling iron, for later, to com- 
plete a winning look, loose 
curls to drape the sides of her 


daughter’s angelic face. 


Callie dragged her 
metal chair across the tile 
floor to put distance between 
them. A devilish scowl crossed 
her face as her mother flioped 


the switch on the hot iron. 


At eight, Callie was 
quite mature, prematurely. 
Leading up to her parent's 
separation, she was exoosed 
to hot-tempered arguments, 
vicious name-calling and 
swearing. The bickering be- 


tween her parents replaced 
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the sunshine in her life. When 
the ugly attacks intensified, to 
include topics of custody and 
property, Callie fretted over 
where her white wicker bed 


Would rest. 


The continuation of 
weekend pageantry was her 
mother’s attempt to keep 
consistency in her life and 
strengthen their bond against 
her estranged husband, who 
has always despised his only 
child parading on stage to 
be judged by strangers while 
feigning joy each time his little 
orincess flaunted her newest 


over-stoned crown. 


The weekend swaps 
terminated afew months ago, 
after the last clash with her fa- 
ther. Callie had been bursting 


to soend a few Gays at his new 


apartment, an hour's drive 
away. But when they arrived, 
he wasn't home at the agreed 
upon time and ignored the 
thirty plus calls from her moth- 
er. Busying themselves for 
hours, they soun around the 
block, used the restroom at a 
corner café, played word-find 
in the parking lot, and rang his 
doorbell multiple times. When 
the shadows disappeared into 
the night, her mother swung 
the car around to leave. He 
blocked their exit and rushed 
over to Callie’s window, huge- 
ly apologetic for his tardiness 
and full of excuses. But Callie 
smelled the beer when he 
spoke, saw the smeared paint 
on his shirt pocket, made 
visiole by the gleam of his 
own headlights, and noticed 


how he glanced away, a 


habit when he couldn't hide 

a secret. Her mother noticed, 
too. And during the hour-long 
drive back home, she heated- 
ly declared a judge would de- 
cide any future visitation but 
expected full guardianship. It 
was later confirmed there was 
anew lady friend. Battles over 
Callie and property ceased. 


He stooped fighting for her. 


The jilted girl walked 
over to where her mother was 
taping the hem ona seafoam 
green gown. Callie had never 
seen anything more exquisite 
in her life and imagined for a 
brief moment how magnif- 
icent she would appear on 
stage, then how her father 
would never behold it or the 
prizes she would certainly 
win today. Her mind blurred, 


interweaving her mother’s 
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uncertain smile, the hot curl- 
iNg iron_biting deep into her 
cubital fossa for seconds that 
moved like minutes__and the 
screams. Callie’s own screams 
echoed throughout the room 
as all eyes fell upon her moth- 
er, who peeled the iron from 
her daughter’s damaged 
skin, (that even a ball of tis- 
sue COUIC not soothe) but to 
an unwitting audience would 


have appeared the reverse. 


“Why Mama, why?! 


Why would you hurt me?!” 
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Adversar 
Skylar Guidroz 


The darkening twilight sky 
mocked her as she waited. 
Her skin itched. Too tight. She 
scratched at her wrists, red 
lines blooming and fading 


over sensitive skin. 


In her cage she paced 
relentlessly, eyes searching for 
each new budding star. She 
tried to find each constellation 
that she knew, but their figures 
were hidden. Broken as they 
waited for more dying solar 


systems to shine through. 


Her lover waited pa- 
tiently on the outside, tearfully 
clutching her pearl necklace. 
She wanted to run to her. 
Comfort her. But she knew the 


CONSEQUENCES. 


Her adversary slowly 
rose, WakiNg UP slowly like a 
bear after winter. Sniffing out 
new prey and lazily stalking 
across the violet plain. Unlike 
the bear, it was not starv- 
ing; fattened and a rounded 


white. 


Her family waited 
patiently at the edge of the 
woods, pacing in time with 
her. They cast worried looks 
with glowing eyes as they 
waited for what was to come. 
This was how it always was and 
how it would always be; an 


eternal blessing and a curse. 


Even now she could 
feel the onset of the change, 


the sounds of rabbits hopping 


and deer racing and birds in 
flight circled in her sprouting 
ears. The smell of her lover 
growing foreign and smoky; 
dangerous, a threat her in- 
stincts supplied. Her family 


Orifted closer. Safety. Home. 


This was her fault. She 
had resisted her nature for too 
long. She had to pay the cost 


of her extended humanity. 


The moon quickened in 
pace, cornering her as it rest- 
ed on the far corner of the sky. 
It stared back at her, analyzing 
her agitated movements. Fix- 
ing them with a loping grace, 
sharpening her clumsy stum- 


bles with surefooted steps. 


The door opened with a 


scathing shriek. 


Her lover backed away 
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slowly, her boots scraping the 
ground gratingly. The harsh 
sOUND annoyed her sensi- 

tive ears and sent her family 
bounding back to the edges 
of the forest. She couldn't look 
at her, afraid to see and not 


recognize a face she loved. 


The Oryness in her eyes 
stung as she tried to blink 
herself into tearing up. She 
pawed at her face with curl- 
ing hands. Her bones shifted 
painfully, twisting and reform- 
ing Under her skin. Her teeth 
cut into her gums, the taste of 
her own blood clogging her 


throat. 


In the distance, her 
lover's scent faded. Her family 


remained under the trees. 


She curled up on the 


ground, placing her head on 
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her painfully crooked knees. 
She did not want to see her 


enemy deal the killing blow. 


The stars glittered cold- 
ly, unsympathetic as a mourn- 
ful howl raised to greet them. 


They meant nothing to a wolf. 





Workplace Suicide 
Chelsea Beasley 


The day | decided to kill myself 
was the best day of my life. | 
know that’s not how suicide 
stories go. People usually kill 
themselves on their worst day, 
when everything has piled up 
too high and they cannot take 
it anymore. That wasn’t the 
case for me. Sure, the week 
leading up to my decision 
was pretty shitty, but it was no 
more shitty than usual. On my 
last morning as a living person, 
| woke up feeling rested and 
happy for the first time in years. 
| wasn’t pissed off at my alarm 
clock for disturbing my sleep 
or pissed off that it was a work 
day. | wasn’t even pissed off 
that | was still alive (as | spent 


most other mornings cursing 
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God for allowing me to make it 
through the night), because for 
some unknown reason | woke 
up that day knowing | was 
going to kill myself and that 
thought was very reassuring, 


and a little exciting too. 


When | climoed out of 
bed to get dressed, | went to 
out on my customary suit and 
tie, but because | was Planning 
to kill myself, | thought, why 
not be comfortable today? 
So | put on my favorite Loony 
Tunes t-shirt and jeans. My of- 
fice doesn’t have a strict dress 
code, but | was raised to dress 
for the job | want. This morn- 
ing though, | didn’t care. | took 
more time than | usually would 


to get dressed, allowing myself 
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to enjoy the morning. 


On any normal day, 
| would fix myself a cup of 
bland, black coffee at my 
apartment to drink on my walk 
to work, but because | was go- 
ing to kill myself, why not stop 
for Staroucks? The popular 
coffee shoo usually has a long 
wait at this hour, but | wasn’t in 
arush. | even decided to buy a 
couple of extra coffees for my 
coworkers. | didn’t Know what 
kind they preferred, as | am 
not friends with any of them, 
but my good mood was too 


addictive, and | wanted to do 


something nice just the same. 


Continuing my walk to 
work, | usually avoid the left side 
of the street, because there is 
a homeless man that resides 


on the corner, and | don’t like 


beggars. But it was my last day 
on earth, so | decided to give 
the guy my change from the 
coffee. It wasn’t like | would 
be needing the cash. He was 
grateful which made me feel 
good, and he also compili- 
mented my t-shirt which made 
me feel really good. | walked 
into my office building with a 


grin on my face so big that a 


couple of people did a dou- 
bletake. | guess | don’t smile 


often. 


Typically, | take the stairs. 
I’ve got some body issues, so | 
never allow myself to skio out 
on a staircase in fear that one 
elevator ride will make me in- 
stantly fat. Today though, | 
allowed myself the conve- 
nience, because dead pEo- 


ple don’t care about weight. 


The only other person on the 
lift was Ellen, my coworker and 
also the most beautiful person 
in all of Seattle. Her desk shared 
a cubicle wall with mine, so | 
could always smell the scented 
candle she kept lit. Ellen never 
failed to smile on the rainiest 
day and never had a quarrel 
with anyone and had a rota- 


tion of twelve pastel cardigans. 


Today her cardigan was 
a light shade of blue. | smiled 
at her, and she gave me a 
genuine smile back. She asked 
how my morning was going 
and | told her the truth: that 
my morning has been the best 
of my life. She says that it must 
be_since | wasn’t walking 
up those terrible three flights 
of stairs. | told her that | would 
have always taken the eleva- 


tor if | had known the company 
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was this nice. 


That was something that 
| would never normally say to 
Ellen if | was not planning to 
die that evening, because 
she is too beautiful to flirt with. 
| always half-exoected a se- 
vere reaction if | ever did say 
something like that to her, but 
that’s not what happened. El- 
len laughed and smiled at me 
so brightly that | silently thought 
to myself how | could spend 
every day of my life making 
her smile like that and nev- 
er get sick of it. Remembering 
the platter of hot coffees in my 
arms, | offered one to Ellen. She 
graciously took a Cup and of- 
fered to pay me for it. | told her 
not to, that it was my pleasure. 
She smiled and resigned to buy 
me one next time. For a mo- 


ment, | regretted my decision 
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to kill myself today. 


When we reached our 
floor, | placed the coffees in 
the break room with a note that 
read, ‘Enjoy!’ and headed to 
my desk. | exchanged greet- 
ings with my cubicle mate and 
for the next several hours, was 
distracted by the numbers in 


Front of me. 


As lunch hour 


ae- 
proached, | considered eat- 
ing a stale sandwich from the 
vending machine like | normal- 
ly do, but then | thought of El- 
len and how today was my last 
day, and a brave new ootion 
presented itself. Going against 
every anti-social instinct | have, 
| crossed over into Ellen’s cubi- 
cle and did something | would 
never Co if | wasn’t planning to 


die: | asked Ellen to lunch. lIron- 


ically, we went to a sandwich 
place. I'd never been before, 
but Ellen said that it was her fa- 
vorite, ANd given the circum- 
stances, | wasn’t so opposed 
to trying new restaurants. We 
talked over turkey subs about 
our past weekend and the of- 
fice gossip, and how the Loony 
Tunes are her favorite cartoons 
too. Ellen was just as interesting 
as | always imagined she was, 
and surprisingly, she found me 
interesting too. She asked me 
questions about myself and 
didn’t cut my sentences off 
and when | told a joke, she 
laughed like it was the funniest 
thing she had ever heard. In 
my entire life | have never had 
someone be so nice to me. At 
least, it felt like no one was nice 
to me, but talking with Ellen 


has made me wonder if others 


have tried to relate to me, and 
| simply shut them out_deter- 
mined to maintain my sad loner 
lifestyle. What if Ellen has tried 
engaging with me before, and 
| only ignored her? How many 
others have | done that to? Do 


| make life difficult on myself? 


By the time we got back 
to the office, my head was 
swimming with questions. The 
one thing that | knew for cer- 
tain was that today was the 
least miserable day | have had 
in years. What made today dif - 
ferent? Of course, the answer 
was Obvious. Today | decid- 
ed | was going to kill myself. 
But what did that have to do 
with all of the good things that 
have happened today? The 
compliments | have gotten on 
my t-shirt, the general attitude 


of my coworkers towards me, 
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my amazing lunch date with 
Ellen. All of these seemingly 
small happenings contributed 
greatly to the quality of my day, 
and suddenly | understood. 
The reason | did any of these 
things was because | decided 
to cut myself some slack since 
it was my last day on earth. | 
didn’t make myself dress in a 
stuffy suit like | normally would, 
| treated myself to excellent 
rather than mediocre coffee, 
| allowed myself the conve- 
nience of taking the elevator, 
and | didn’t soend my entire 
day doing things that make 
me unhappy. Instead, | found 
myself very happy. Could it 
really be as easy as removing 
unpleasant aspects of your 
day, and stepping out of your 
comfort zone long enough to 


be kind to the homeless man 
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or brave enough to ask out the 
oretty girl in the office? | didn’t 
know the answer to that ques- 
tion, but | decided that | would 
find out. 


It had not been but an 
hour since my lunch with El- 
len; nevertheless, | stood and 
leaned over the wall separat- 
ing our desks and asked Ellen if 
she had plans for lunch tomor- 
row. She laughed, saying that 
it is silly to plan for tomorrow's 
lunch when we could just eat 
dinner tonight. | tell her we can 
do that too, and she laughed 
again before agreeing. Ellen 
didn’t realize the significance 
of planning for tomorrow, but 
that didn’t matter, but today 
would not be the day that | kill 
myself. | was having lunch with 


Ellen tomorrow. 


The Way of The World 
Skylar Guidroz 


A little girl @eered out into 
the harsh light of day, hands 
clenched deep in the folds of 
her mother’s dress. She could 
smell iron and smoke and the 
acidic scents of chemicals. 
She could feel bits of broken 
glass digging into her bare feet, 
leaving a bloodied path as she 
shuffled forward. She could 
see bodies mangled and cut 


open in the streets_. 


—bones piercing through the 


skin 


—maggots writhing between 


the crevices of rios__ 
—rats nibbling on eyes_— 


— gouges inthe dirt where they 


had tried to crawl away. 
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Her mother swayed in 
the wind, her dress fluttering like 
long black wings in the lonely 
world. The girl's lios moved, try- 
ing to form words she did not 
know. Her mother rested a skel- 
etally thin hand on the top of 
her soft, downy hair. Her mouth 
was set into a thin, grim line as 
she told her daughter, “C est pas 


mon monde.” 


The girl blinked up at 
her with dark, foreboding eyes. 
With gentle care and ice-cold 
skin, her mother bent down 
and grasped the little girl’s 


hands in her own. 


A sharp nail sliced into 
the flesh of her palm, red- 


dish-black blood pooling in 
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the center and spreading in 
the thin cracks like rivers. She 
watched as it curved down 
the side of her palm, fell as 
the tickling warmth clung to 
her knuckles. A fat, red drop 
fell from her skin and splashed 


onto the dust below. 


“It’s mine now,” the little 
girl whispered as her mother’s 
image riopled and faded into 


the wind. 


Her dead world rotted 
around her and she closed 
her cut hand into a fist. The 
blood that had dripped free- 
ly sank deeper into the loose 
dust, planting a single seed of 
life into the infertile soil. Still so 
young, the little girl knew she 
would bleed and bleed and 
bleed for this world until the 


end of her time. 


Like her mother before 
her, she would watch as the 
ones she loved tore into each 


other and into the earth__ 


—ripping up trees and 


mountains and valleys _— 


—spilling their poi- 
sons into the oceans and their 


veins __ 


—violating the air with 


their breath and their smoke _ 


—hatred and _— fear 
would boil in their hearts until 
it spilled over onto hers. These 
creatures she would cherish 
would make her turn on them 


in order to save herself. 


Like her mother before 
her, she would weep as she 
carved their souls out and she 
would relish their screams of 


agony as she remembered 


how they betrayed her. She 
would lay their bodies out for 
the innocent to feast on, their 
bones becoming temporary 
tombstones to mark her dying 


rage. 


Like her mother before 
her, she would look on her 
mangled world with indiffer- 
ence until the weight of how 
they failed__her humans and 
herself _—festered like an infec- 
tion inside of her. One and the 
same she would know her own 
death would be the only way 
to make the agony of these 
misoeeds go away. She re- 
leased them like a plague onto 
herself and would let them tar- 
nish everything out of a worth- 
less love that would still persist 


even after the rage faded. 


Like her mother before 
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her, the little girl in all her age- 
less wisdom, still believed that 
she could change the ovut- 
come of her fated world. And if 
and when she would fail, right 
before her self-demise, a blos- 
som of hope would sering from 
her chest and bring forth a new 
age—a new child to once 
again look upon the world with 
love and wonder even as it 
was broken and beautiful and 


Full of tragic promise. 


That would be her desti- 
ny, but For now, the little girl who 
ruled the world looked around 
in wonder. The light of a new 
sun reflecting off the shattered 


glass__ 


_the soft green poking 


out of the broken pPavement_— 


—_the feathery grey 


clouds drifting over the sun— 
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__the spider's elaborate 
web detangling in the breeze. 


The little girl saw a world 
she wanted to share. 





se) 
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Hi, i's Anxiely speaking: Read 8:27 PM 


Anonymous 


“Whatever,” | say. “| don’t care. 


Your loss anyways.” 


| know it’s a lie, but what 
else can | say when you’re the 
only thing on my mind? How 
else can | convince myself to 


give up this fight? 


You told me not to talk 
to you, and | thought that 
wouldn't be hard. | didn’t think 
that text would hit me like a 
fuck-ton of bricks and put 
my soul into a meat grinder. 
Thanksgiving wasn’t hard; then 
again, | wasn’t running the risk 
of running into you. Those two 
weeks in between one break 
and the next were miserable — 
anxious, so fucking anxious, | 


was hoping and praying and 


hoping some more | wouldn't 


see YOu. 
Unfortunately, hopes 
and prayers run out. We 


crossed paths on the brickway, 
Wednesday at 1:47 PM. | only 
remember that so specifically 
because merely crossing paths 
with you skyrocketed my anx- 
iety. | thought about that mo- 


ment for the next week. 


At night, | remember 
whatit felt like to lay next to you. 
To hold you in my arms at night 
while you were fast asleep, and 
my insomnia denied me such a 
privilege. To feel you breathing 
next to me, to feel you hold- 


ing onto my deadweight arm 


that was wrapped Underneath 
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you, to feel you subconsciously 


move closerto me. 


At night, | remember 
the sound of your voice the 
last time we spoke in person. 
Quiet, dreamy, peaceful. Fa- 
miliar. | remember hearing your 
laugh echo from the top of 
the world__|’ve been trying to 
convince myself | hate it. | re- 
member hearing your voice 
crack after you listened to me 
cry for twenty minutes. You 
were trying not to cry, and you 
were trying to hold it togeth- 
er after I'd just word-vomited 
and ruined everything, and 
you were trying not to let me 
know how you really Felt about 
the situation. But neither of us 
are the type of person to hold 
onto our feelings silently, and 
so at 8:27 PM, you told me how 


you really felt, and | left you on 


read. Totally didn’t cry about it 
in the shower that night. Totally 
haven't let it eat away at my 
emotions. Totally haven't let it 


keep me up at night. 


| try to tell myself all the 
reasons things are better off 
with a cinderblock wall be- 


{WEEN US. 


Avoiding more drama 
has truly been a relief. But at 
what cost did that come’? | tell 
myself | don’t need you, why 
would | need someone who 
played me? Who toyed with 
my emotions? Who laughed 
about it behind my back? 
Because she’s someone who 
makes me believe in romance 
again. Someone who warms 
my hear and awakens the 
feelings | thought | could nev- 


er feel again. Someone who 


stoops me in my tracks every 
time | see her, and | can’t be 
mad at her for what she’s done 


tome. 


Anxiety makes a person 
obsessive. And then it will make 
you overthink your feelings be- 
cause obsession is weird. It’s 
not my fault you're still on my 
mind, but I’m so upset with my- 
self For still thinking of you and 
wanting you back. Normal, ra- 
tional feelings get turned into 
obsessive bullshit by my stupid 
anxious brain. The same brain 
that put me in this fucked up 
position from the moment | 
fucked up. The same brain that 
still doesn’t see anyone else 
out there who makes me feel 


the way you do. 


3:42 AM: God, | just wish 


| could fucking sleep. 
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In The Night 
Mya Melancon 


“Baby, we both know that the night 
was mainly made for saying things 
that you cant say tomorrow day.” - 


Arctic Monkeys 


When the sun goes down, | lay 
you down next to me. Pleas- 
antries aside, we talk about our 
lives. Wrapped in my arms, you 


tell me who you are. 


You tell me about your 
childhood pet that you loved 
so dearly. You tell me about 
the scar on your left leg—you 
got it jumping out of a tree 
when you were just five years 
old. You tell me about your 
best Friend in high school who 
you haven't spoken to since 
the drugs took her. You tell me 


about your grandfather who 


was overtaken by depression 
when you were a toddler, and 
he left for the “happy place” 
as your mom told you. You tell 
me about your own struggles 
with mental illness__about how 
at age 15 you thought a med- 
icine cocktail was the solu- 
tion to your misery. You tell me 
about the exes who took more 
from you than you told them 


they could. 


You tell me about your 
Family trio to Disney_—_oh, how 
you'd love to go back, you 
sigh. You tell me about your 
first love who became your first 
heartoreak. You tell me how 
your three-year-old self’s brav- 
ery gave you a permanent 


scar on your forehead. You tell 


me your hopes, your fears, your 
aspirations, your dreams, your 


journey to discover yourself. 


As | lay next to you, | 
stare deeply into your eyes. In 
them, | see the stars, and in the 
stars outside, | see a Universe 
that consists solely of you and 
|. | see a beautiful girl with flow- 
ers in her hair, my heart in her 
hands, and a smile that lights 
ue my world. | see past loves 
that failed and led me to you. 
| see sleepless nights of tears, 
all wasted on the wrong Peo- 
ple. | see love, joy, peace. |see 
home. | see a future of me and 
you, happy, in love, till death 


do us part. 


AS you sleep and insom- 
nia takes over my brain, | feel 
your chest rise and fall as you 


lay ontop of me.| run my hand 
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across the small of your back, 
the curve of your waist, Con- 
tinuing to notice the rhythmic 


movement of your ribcage. 


And in the morning, 
when you're gone, | see the 
indent in the bedsheets where 
your hios were pressed into the 
bed. | still Feel your warm body 
next to me. | smell your favorite 
shampoo on the pillow that | 
reserve just for you now. | hear 
your voice painting colorful 
images in my mind, allowing 
me to live a lifetime with you in 


one simple nighttime. 
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My College 
Tabatha Bowlin 


“Come out and have fun” they 
alwoys say with a devious smile 


on all their faces. 


| exclaim with “Il don’t 
really feel like it.” They begin 
to question me and my friend- 
shio with the squinting in their 
judgmental eyes. “Fine! I'll go, 
but I’m not paying, I'll be ready 
in twenty.” | groan rolling my 


eyes. 


The twenty minutes feel 
like an eternity due to my brain. 
| pull out my jeans that are 
lightly worn grey like Q moon 
when it is the dimmest yet the 
fullest with cuts on the knees 
| tear further and further with 
each wear since | pull at them 


with my fingers when | can no 


longer bare my nerves. 


| carefully walk to the 
semi-dusty mirror and slowly 
look at the reflection and de- 
bate if the curvy girl with large 
higes in high waisted jeans that 
sit just AdDove her belly button in 
the mirror is who | really want to 
be. | begin to panic, so | close 
my eyes and gather myself 


with my thoughts. 


While breathing in a 
seven _ three _ seven rhythm 
| keep my eyes closed and | 
feel. What | feel is my fan in the 
corner of my room attempt- 
ing to cool me yet does not. 
The cold floor underneath my 
toes with grey polish chipped 


away at all corners of my nails. 


The clamminess of my hands 
as | clench them together and 
my sweaty knees. The invisiole 
hand that is around my throat 
causing me the _ intenseness 
of my breaths. The tightness in 
my chest from the chains in my 
soul Pulling me back down to 
earth from this horrific process 
| out myself through for no ap- 


parent reason. 


The feelings | feel are 
never ending and so are the 
noises. The noise of my heart 
pounding like ahumming bird's 
wings on a beautiful soring af- 
ternoon. My roommate's dis- 
tant singing of an outdated 
gospel song over her splashing 
water in the shower. The oc- 
casional printer correcting, the 
ink settling. The most common 
noise is the one that is not real: it 


is my thoughts screaming that | 
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should put my Pajamas on and 
crawl back into bed because 
nothing bad can happen in 
bed. The worst noise of all is the 
ringing of my Phone across the 
room echoing, signifying that 


my so-called friends are here. 


They're here but | am 


nol. 


The girl who was looking 
at me in the mirror grabs a cut 
and greatly torn shirt to show 
off more of her curves and 
pops what is assumingly her 
mood stabilizers while Chasing 


it with Peach vodka. 


She smiles to me and 
says “Saturdays are for the girls. 
Live it or die trying.” Then walks 
out into the realm of the night 
and leaves me staring into a 


blank reflection. 
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Siren 


Skylar Guidroz 


It was well known that wom- 
en could not hear the songs of 
the sea. The striking notes were 
too seductive for their deli- 
cate ears, too primal to reach 
the core of civilization and the 
heart of the family unit. Men 
could hear these sounds, of 
course, because they were 
designed by God to be in 
tune with the symphony of the 
world and could invent ways to 
withstand the onslaught. While 
they were at risk of succumb- 
ing to the sensual sounds, they 
braved the temptations in or- 
der to bring glory to their home 
countries and protect the in- 
habitants who did not risk hear- 


ing the temptation of the call. 


Third Place 


Cordelia pondered 
these facts on many Cays, star- 
ing out the window of her bed- 
room. Across the rippling plain 
and a narrow, white, rocky 
shore, there was just the barest 
trace of the lolling sea cutting 
across the horizon. She had 
never been on that forbidden 
space, never dioeed her bare 
feet into the salt water, never 
heard their mysteries_it was 
forbidden, and she was not 
one to go against the natural 


order of things. 


Sometimes, seagulls 


would glide into her view, 
swooping and calling as they 
investigated the still land be- 


fore arcing back to once again 


sail on the oceanic winds. A 
curious and braver one or two 
would land on the window- 
sills to peer into the hallways. 
When she was much younger, 
Cordelia used to tap her fin- 
gers against the glass, trying 
to gain attention from those 


bright black eyes. 


She had not been able 
to do so since her mother 
had the servants set out poi- 
son-soaked bread for the in- 
truding birds. They had taken 
one bite before Falling, twitch- 
ing and flapping their dead- 
ened wings as they struggled 
to breathe. Cordelia learned 
to not look into their eyes, the 
memory of dead, filmy orbs 
begging for helo through the 
thin Pane haunting her night 


terrors. 
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Her mother fussed 
around the room, instructing 
Cordelia's handmaidens on 
how to dress her for this mo- 
mentous occasion. Her dress 
was spread out across the bed, 
standing in stark contrast to the 
deep blue of the quilted blan- 
ket. The thick fabric and layers 
of tulle already made her legs 
ache at the thought of walk- 
iNQ around in the Pounds of 
cloth_and the long sleeves 
made her arms start to form a 
ehantom itch. Cordelia eyed 
the high buttoned collar and 
rubbed at the delicate skin of 
her throat, imagining the vice- 
like grip it would form around 


her jugular. 


“Cordelia,” her mother 


stressed. “Pay attention.” 


Cordelia sat up straight, 
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pretending to listen, “Yes, 


mother.” 


Later that night, as the 
moon hid behind the roiling 
grey clouds, she walked alone 
down the dark corridor. A cer- 
tain restless agitation drove her 
movements. She would pause 
and push aside a curtain briefly 
to glance outside, the cande- 
labra in her hand tilting dan- 
gerously to the side, drops of 
hot, white wax dapopling the 
carpet. The blue flame that 
flickered at the tio was the only 
source of light, casting the nar- 
row sepace in a shaky sapphire 


glow. 


“Mademoiselle?” Q 
voice echoed throughout the 
hallways, the creak of a door 
swinging open preluding it. 


Muffled laughter and music 


and quick-footed dancing 
followed, sounding mysteri- 
ous and foreign against the 
gloominess of the night. Cord- 
elia strolled in the opposite di- 
rection of the noise, soeeding 
ue when she heard the shuf- 
fling of her maid’s feet hunting 


her down. 


The blue flame sput- 
tered against the rush of her 
walking, the hallway going 
completely black for an instant 
before illuminating once more. 
Portraits of long deceased an- 
cestors frowned down at her 
disapprovingly, their oil Paint- 
ed eyes following her harried 


path. The women of her 


bloodline were all soft and 
oretty, with flowers blooming in 
their hair and a garish shade of 


rouge dashed across their lips. 


The men were proud and smil- 
ing, silver swords at hand with 
copious amounts of cotton 


compounded into their ears. 


Cordelia turned at a 
share corner, despairing as 
she realized she had reached 
the end of the hallway. The fi- 
nal, largest portrait depicted 
the first of her ancestors that 
had settled here. It loomed 
over her like an expectant 
prophecy, the stylized eyes of 
her many-times great grand- 
mother boring into her own. 
As she had done many times 
in her life, Cordelia curled up 
on the small, sky-colored sofa 
that was pressed against the 


far wall from the painting. 


The woman in the por- 
trait had always fascinated her, 


the way her hair was loose and 
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hung down to her cinched 
waist, her thick dark brows, 
the seashells that crowned her 
head and strung across her 
neck. Her many-times great 
grandfather stood beside 
her, hands clasped beside his 
back with a soft smile gracing 
his otherwise severe features. 
The paint around his eyes had 
started to chip, their color and 
shape lost with the erosion of 
time. Cordelia reached out 
with a tentative hand to trace 
the folds of their clothes and 
the white sandstone at their 
bare feet. It was a different 
age when the portrait had 
been created__a savage, vul- 


gar time. 


“Cordelia!” her moth- 
er’s outcry sounded like ice 
cracking, clearly fed up with 


her daughter's dawdling. In 
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response to the distant scold- 
ing, she blew out her candles 
in one gust of breath. The room 
went black with no hope of 
light to once again touch the 
cluttered walls. She slid onto 
the ground and scooted to 


lean on the side of the couch. 


Cordelia ignored the 
imploring, angry shouts. She 
wrapped her arms around her 
crooked knees, pressing her 
face into the taut silk of her 
nightgown. She tried to take 
deep, even breaths as her 
heart raged in the cage of 
her rios. Every creak Of Wood, 
howl of wind, rumble of thun- 
der made her curl up tighter. 
Her muscles were strained and 
tuned like the strings of a harp, 
taught enough to snap apart 


violently with the barest caress 


of a blade or a stiletto nail. 


She couldn’t ignore her 
fate forever; eventually, she 
would have to straighten up 
and sli9 into that constraining 
Oress with the choking col- 
lar. When they found her, she 
would have to lie and apolo- 
gize for inconveniencing them 
all. Tell them she lost track of 
time or lost her head in the 
melancholic weather of to- 
night. Her bitten nail beds dug 
painfully against the meat of 
her arms, keeping her ground- 


ed. 


Her isolated tomb of 
darkness bore down around 
her; she could feel the ghosts 
of her ancestors raking their 
fingernails across her back, 
gripping her arms and legs as 
they tried to force her to leave. 
Cordelia hummed a gentle lul- 


laby to herself, trying to drown 


out the calls of her name from 
those of the past and the pres- 
ent. The candelabra’s sharp 
edge pressed against her thigh 
and she reached down with 
a shaking hand to fling the 
offending object across the 
room. Its clanging hit against 
the painting was masked by 
the roar of thunder. The can- 
dlesticks snapped like bones 
against the wall and floor; Cor- 
delia could almost see them, 
barrenly white and splintered 
with porous marrow exoosed 


to the air. 


Her eyes stung, the taste 
of salt Pooling in her Mouth as 
her tongue darted out ner- 
vously. Flittering images of 
bones and shells and dresses 
and songs paraded around 
in her mind, mocking her in- 


decisiveness. She tried hum- 
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ming louder, this time using her 
tune to sate these phantoms, 


pleading for them to leave. 


As she sang to herself 
with sealed lips, the smoky 
gentleness of a caress brushed 
against her cheek. A second, 
faraway melody harmonized 
with hers__tiny and clear, a 
sad soprano. Cordelia paused, 
frozen. The matched harmo- 
ny disappeared as well, like it 
was a figment of her imagina- 
tion. Tentatively, she began the 


song again. 


She could hear it! Was 
there someone else in the 
room? Were they going to drag 


her into the ballroom? 


Cordelia continued to 
hum, tilting her head to try and 


pinpoint where the sound was 
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coming from in the dark void. 
Her blinded eyes could not see 
anything—not even a sliver of 
her nose. Clenching the stem 
of the candelabra once more, 
she crawled warily around the 
room, one arm extended. She 
waded through the darkness, 
trembling and flinching as the 
first Few drops of rain pelted 


against the stone roof. 


Thin fingers twined with 
hers, Q slight pressure against 
her knuckles rubbing enticing- 
ly. Cordelia squeezed against 
the tender touch, but her fist 
passed through the placid 
grip. Soft, coaxing not present 
fingertios chased the goose- 
bumps and rising hairs on her 
arm. She snatched her hand 
back to her chest, a new terror 
rising in her heart. Her song si- 


lenced with no accompanying 


voice willing to continue with- 
out her_Cordelia gasped in 


quick, panicked breaths. 


She was alone with 
nothing but her excited heart- 
beat and her thrumming veins 
and her wet cheeks and her 
wide eyes. She swallowed re- 
flexively, the song bubbling 
ue in her throat, rolling on her 
tongue and vibrating against 
the back of her teeth. Uncon- 
sciously, her hand unfurled 
against her chest, reaching out 
once more to touch the un- 
seen. The Phantom joined in, 
its voice still so far away and 
echoing. The pads of its form- 
less fingers ghosted against the 
delicate skin of her wrists. Slow- 
ly, she stood up. The cande- 
labra slipped from her grasp, 


landing 


on the carpet with a dull thud. 


Slipping into the crooks 
of her fingers, the hint of a hold 
pulled her coaxingly down the 
hallway. Cordelia’s wordless 
hymn was rising and falling be- 
hind her lips, filling the halls with 
its soulful mourning. The thun- 
der acted as percussion to her 
song, the rain as powerful and 
titillating as a piano. Lightning 
flashed, breaking into the halls 
in the soan of one heartbeat 
through the fluttering curtain. 
Cordelia blinked in the startling 


light, vision filled with obtrusive 
shapes. 


Abruplly, the long hand 
twined in hers dissioated, and 
she was left to stand alone in 
the dark. She slowly crept for- 
ward until she encountered 


the frozen grain of a door 
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against her palm. She pressed 
the shell of her ear against the 
wood. Through the rain and 
the wind and the thunder, she 
could hear her matching tune 
coasting through them. Dis- 


tant. Lonely. 


Cordelia firmly turned 
the knob, a violent gust slag- 
ping her in the face, tangling 
her loose hair wildly. The round- 
ed pebbles of the pathway 
indented themselves into the 
soles of her feet. Cold pellets of 
heavy rain soaked through her 
nightgown, plastering the gar- 
ment to her sides as she shiv- 
ered against the onslaught. Her 
present Companion rested its 
hands on her shoulders, urging 
her onward and onward until 
she was hoisting herself over 
the gate. Dogs howled back 


at the manor, their calls closer 
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but no match for the quiet re- 
Frain reaching out to meet her. 
She could feel the song in her 
legs_gquiding her onward—_in 
the pit of her stomach_where 
it raised her emotions in a rack- 
eting swarm overlaid with a 
dreaded sense of calm—in her 
lungs_—filling with the stirrings of 


their symphony. 


The tall grasses scraped 
against her thighs, the rough 
tendrils wrapping around her 
ankles desperately. Eventu- 
ally, they gave way to the 
cutting stones that lined the 
shore, glowingly alabaster jux- 
taposed to the grey sky and 
black, foaming ocean. She 
halted at the edge, not quite 
close enough to touch the tu- 
multuous waves. Her lios part- 
ed, a stream of pure sound 


rising from the depths of her 


being. Her phantom partner 
pressed a sweet, sorrowful kiss 
to her cleansed cheek before 


leaving her on that rocky shore. 


She took a step forward. 
The freezing waters lapped 
at her feet, playfully bubbling 
against her toes. Her eyes 
scanned the horizon, search- 
ing for the voice that harmo- 
nized so beautifully with hers. 
Through the wind and the rain 
and the raging waters, she 
could see no other sign of life 
on the desolate beach. She 


was alone, singing to herself. 


As she took several 
more strides into the ocean, 
the undercurrents ripping vi- 
olently around her waist, she 
realized that she did not feel 
scared now that her union with 


the sea was complete. It was 
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as it should be. As it would al- 


ways be. 


The next morning, the 
wedding party searched the 
grounds. They followed her 
fading footprints to the gentle 
waters cotton stuffed in their 
ears__as Cordelia’s mother 
wailed to the pink dyed dawn. 
The sea lapped coyly near 
their leather covered toes, 
knowing a truth that she gave 
freely to those who listened. 
Women were born with their 
songs already roiling in their 
veins; civilization just liked to 
trick them into believing they 


did not. 
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The Wrong Story 
Katie Rayburn 


“Did you forget which story you 


were in?” 


She closed the book to 
see that the cover was indeed 
the wrong one. Her mistake 
had been believing she was 
reading the comedy next in- 
stead of finishing the tragedy. 
Finals had scattered her mind, 
and studying literature had 


especially caused her insuf- 


ferable insanity_to the point 


of using words like insufferable. 


Maybe it was time for a break. 


She rose from her seat 
and walked with numb feet 
through the aisles of books she 
had hidden away behind in 
order to focus on reading. Four 


aisles Forward and four aisles 


right, she entered into the main 
study area. Or, she should have. 
There should have been four 
rectangular tables set apart by 
equal distance with two chairs 
per side. Instead, one large ta- 
ble sat square in the middle of 
a room resembling nothing like 


a library. 


Around the table, revel- 
ers sat, drinking and joking and 
being very merry for the night. 
The smell of alcohol, the stench 
of smoke, and something near 
sickly caught in her throat, 
though she soon became ac- 
customed. Walking around the 
chairs, her dress Caught on 
each outreaching edge as she 
was unused to such garments. 


The music jumbled through the 


air, filled with desperate jovial- 
ity as the laughter became an 
indiscernible noise. Shouting 
caught her attention, as well as 
a hand on her arm. A sagging 
smile asked her for a dance, to 
which she declined. The smile 
hooted and hollered and soun 
her around despite protests. 
The smile soon fell silent and 
motionless, letting her go, let- 
ting everything go as it sank to 


the floor. 


She quickly moved 
away towards no particular di- 
rection. More smiles asked her 


to 


dance, but she fled their 
grasps, not wishing to share 
in their Orunken — festivities. 
Each cup that emptied, each 
song that ended, something 


oressed harder upon the room. 
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The smiles that had once ac- 
costed her at every turn, slowly 
imbibed their way to slack jaws 
and hollow eyes. Herfeet made 
sharp knocks like the ticking of 
a clock as she weaved across 
the sticky floor between them. 
Just as she made her way to an 
open door, a hand caught her 
arm, a weary grip belonging to 
a pair of determined eyes and 
pursed lios slouched against 
the wall. Despite the Courage 
urgently drawn upon his face, 
what he spoke revealed the 


truth. 


“I'm not ready for a 


fight.” 


She walked through the 
open door into wilderness. A 
clearing stretched before her 
with timbers scattered about 


and the songs of insects pep- 
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pered the air. Someone had 
just sooken, the same words 
echoing from before but in a 
much lighter, chuckling tone. A 
man, aged in years and experi- 
ence, took a defensive stance 
against some wild beast out of 
sight. He saw her out of the cor- 
ner of his eye and put a finger 
to his lios. Grinning with knees 
crouched and hands spread, 
he cautiously approached the 
nearly visiole shape curled be- 
hind the tree. In one leap, the 
creature soerang out toward 
the man, only to be caught 


and twisted upside down. 


The giggling gir strug- 
gled and flailed only to no avail. 
She made some joke about 
having only lost this one bat- 
tle, and not the war. The father 
smiled triumphantly and pro- 


tested to the very idea of war, 


saying his knees creaked and 
arms were weak. The daughter, 
in retaliation, suggested he put 
her down then if he is was get- 
ting so old. The father agreed, 
and promptly plopped her on 
the ground, just as she had 
asked. After the initial shock, 
the two were laughing loudly 
together, the daughter on the 
ground and the father with his 
back bent forward and hands 
on his knees. She had all but 
been forgotten. Scooping up 
his Gaughter and pretending 
to tio her too far back, the man 
finally remembered she was 
there once more. She smiled 
and asked how old the little girl 
was. The little girl would clearly 
not be ignored and proudly re- 


plied in his place. 


‘lll be seven in two 


months.” 


The trees grew quiet, 
and the air turned cold at the 
sentence now muttered with 
no interest. The same woods 
became cast in shades of grey, 
and every living thing vanished 
from view. She looked around 
for the missing colors and the 
forgotten sun but only saw a 
child standing before her, all 
alone. He suffered from lack 
of food and an abundance of 
marks upon his arms. The rag- 
ged clothes he wore would do 
nothing for the frigid weather, 
and yet the child was not shak- 
iNg or shivering or Moving at all. 
Out of concern for the young 
boy, she approached him from 
the front as not to startle him. 
He watched her walk towards 
him, repeating the same words 


over and over and over. 


As she reached to touch 
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him, his eyes grew wide and 
filled with tears. He clasped his 
hands over his head, protect- 
ing it, ANd apologizing pro- 
fusely. She tried to tell him it 
was alright, but he could not 
be consoled. His wailings and 
protests grew louder and loud- 
er, as the scars on his arms be- 
gan to tear and bleed. She at- 
tempted to reach for him once 
more, only for the child to bolt 
away from her at one brush of 
her fingertios, which shocked 
her more from feeling nothing 
but ice. As the child ran off into 
the silent forest, she pursued 
him, sourred by some sympa- 
thy she could not explain. Just 
as she near reached him once 
more, she saw the small child 
glance at her with solid black 
eyes before completely dis- 


appearing. However, as she 
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sank to her knees in shock, she 


heard a voice whisper. 
“still love you, Mom.” 


The words found their 
way into her throat, and she 
was reiterating them to the 
woman in front of her now. The 
room had developed from for- 
est to home, as her feet met 
hardwood panels and her nose 
recognized the smell of pan- 
cakes and syrup. Her mother 
was at the sink, sarcastically re- 
marking that if she did still love 
her then why was she the one 
always doing the dishes? The 
two laughed, and something 
light fluttered in her chest, a 
happiness that only family and 
home could create. Here was 
someone who cared for her, 
who loved her, and wanted 


what was best and all the world 


for her. Her mother began ask- 
ing her how college was going, 
to which she replied by saying 
finals were really beginning to 


stress her Out. 


The mother turned off 
the faucet and sighed. She 
wioed her hands off and made 
her way over to her daughter. 
She brought the daughter into 
an embrace, a warm hug that 
made her feel safe. That was, 
until her mom did not let go. 
She felt her mother shaking and 
gripping hertighter. The daugh- 
ter, confused and concerned, 
broke away from her mother 
to ask what was wrong. In re- 
sponse, the mother breathed 
in deeply and sat down in a 
chair that had not been there 
before. She pinched the cor- 
ners of her eyes and sighed out 


all of the outburst from before. 


Through a haze, the daughter 
saw the wood floor change to 
tile, the walls become white, 
and she was lying in a bed in 
which she could move no part 
of her body. She tried to speak, 
but no words came out. Real- 
ization soon overcame her as 
she heard the beeping on the 
monitor and saw the stack of 
books in the corner, all of var- 


ious stories and genres. 


One was historical fic- 
tion of soldiers from the rev- 
olutionary war. In another, a 
daughter recounts the happy 
moments with her father that 
shaped her for the rest of her 
life. A horror story told the tale 
of an abused child wanting 
nothing more than a birthday 
oresent. On top of the pile was 
a book about a young woman 


in college. The mother, having 
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collected herself once more, 
looked distantly at the pile, 
searching through the titles. The 
daughter sighed and smiled 
slightly. Her mother could nev- 
er remember which tale was 
being told. Despite accepting 
she could no longer speak, no 
longer move, no longer laugh, 
no longer cry, No longer have a 
life and must reside perpetually 
a soul floating beside her own 
bed and watch her loved ones 
come in and read to her each 
day, slowly losing Faith that she 
could ever wake up again; she 
comically asked her mother a 
question that she had asked 


many times before. 


“Did you forget which story 


you were in?” 
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Ist Place Phofography 


Early Morning 


Elena Winners 
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| 1st Place | Fae Arts 
The Oracle 


Lauren Deville 
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2nd Place Pholography 


Lerbini #5 
Sean McGraw 
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2nd Place Fine Aris 


Alaskan Mountains 
Briffany Paris 
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3rd Place Phofography 
yellow ceiling, grey pigeon 
Greichen Speir 
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3rd Place Fine Aris 


The Cherry Blossoms Scafier 
The-Caesar-Salad 
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Honorable Mention Phofograghy 


I-Y-) 40 /) 


Alexis Trosclair 
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Candy Swirls 
Kierslin Richter 
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